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PREFACE  TO  THE  NEW  EDITION 

OF 

MOORE'S   MELODIES   IN  ENGLISH   AND  IRISH,   ACCOMPANIED    WITH  COPIES 

OF  THE   LETTERS  HE   WROTE    TO  THE   ARCHBISHOP  ON  THE 

SUBJECT   OF  HIS  IRISH  TRANSLATION. 


Having  published  at  intervals  several  of  Moore's  melodies  translated  into 
Irish,  I  now  give  an  edition  of  them,  accompanied  for  the  most  part  by  the 
original  English  in  juxtaposition.  This  is  an  advantage  of  which  the  want 
has  been  much  felt  in  the  preceding  editions.  Aware  of  the  more  extensive 
circulation  which  an. edition  in  both  languages  could  not  fail  to  command,  I 
sought  from  the  firm  of  Longman  in  London  a  relaxation  of  their  copyright 
of  the  English  in  favor  of  a  project  which  I  considered  would  not  injuriously 
interfere  with  their  commercial  interests.  In  this  expectation,  however,  I 
was  disappointed,  although  Moore  himself  had  the  kindness  to  interfere,  as 
may  be  seen  bv  the  annexed  correspondence  on  the  subject  of  the  Irish 
Melodies,  now  after  several  years  published  for  the  first  time. 

Time,  however,  the  great  arbiter  of  comnicting  interests  more  important 
than  those  literary  publications,  has  at  length  settled  the  question,  and,  by 
the  expiration  of  the  exclusive  copyright,  has  released  the  earlier  and  almost 
the  entire  of  those  national  productions.  The  present  issue  contains  above 
eighty  of  those  inimitable  songs,  comprising  all  of  the  ten  numbers,  which, 
for  their  national  tone  I  deemed  most  deserving  of  an  Irish  translation.  Of 
the  later  numbers,  there  are  a  few  as  yet  without  the  English  accompani- 
ment. But,  during  the  few  unexpired  years  of  their  copyright,  the  reader 
can  easily  supply  the  blanks  from  the  many  cheap  editions  of  the  Melodies 
now  in  circulation. 

Sloperton,  December  Wlh,  1841. 
MY  DEAR  LORD, 

On  my  return,  but  a  few  days  since,  to  Sloperton,  I  found  a  heap  of 
letters  awaiting  me,  many  of  which  being  "  de  omnibus  rebus  et  quibusdam 
aliis",  I  thought  might  safely  be  left  a  few  days  without  answers,  and  among 
these  (from  my  not  immediately  making  out  the  signature)  was  unfortunately 
your  Lordship's.  By  the  greatest  good  luck  I  happened,  but  a  few  minutes 
since,  to  open  this  packet,  and  lose  not  a  moment  in  acquainting  you  with 
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the  cause  of  a  delay  which  must  have  appeared  to  you  so  uncourteous  and 
so  unaccountable.  As  the  post  hour  presses  upon  me,  I  have  time  at  this 
moment  for  no  more  than  to  thank  you  most  cordially  for  your  kind  and 
flattering  communication,  and  to  subscribe  myself 

Your  Lordship's  obliged  servant, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 

To  His  Grace  the  Most  Rev.  John  MacHale, 
Archbishop  of  Tuam,  Tuam,  Ireland. 

Bowood,  December,  1841. 
MY  DEAR  LORD, 

I  trust  that  ere  this  you  have  received  my  letter  accounting  for  the  long 
delay  of  my  answer  to  your  very  gratifying  announcement.  That  these 
songs  of  mine  should  be  translated  into  what  I  may  call  their  native  lan- 
guage, is  in  itself  a  great  gratification  and  triumph  to  me ;  but,  that  such  a 
tribute  should  come  from  the  pen  of  your  Grace,  considerably  adds  to  the 
pride  and  pleasure  I  feel  in  it. 

I  need  hardly  say  that  any  assistance  I  can  lend  by  making  inquiries 
of  publishers,  or  otherwise  facilitating  your  task,  shall  be  most  heartily  at 
your  Grace's  command. 

I  am  most  truly  your  Grace's 

Faithful  servant, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 

To  His  Grace  the  Most  Rev.  John  MacHale, 
Arbhbishop  of  Tuam,  Tuam,  Ireland. 

Bowood,  January,  1842. 
MY  DEAR  LORD, 

Almost  ever  since  I  received  your  last  letter,  I  have  been  in  expectation 
of  being  called  to  town  for  the  purpose  of  pursuing  my  labours  at  the  State 
Paper  Office,  which  will  now  be  a  long  and  frequent  task  of  mine,  as  I  have 
re-embarked,  after  a  long  interruption,  in  my  Irish  History.  It  was  my  in- 
tention, had  I  gone  to  town,  to  make  such  inquiries  on  the  subject  of  your 
translation,  as  would  be  more  satisfactory  than  any  I  can  procure  through  the 
medium  of  letters.  I  know  nothing  of  the  state  of  the  property  of  the  work 
in  Dublin,  but  in  London  it  is  in  the  hands  of  the  widow  of  the  late  James 
Power,  from  whom  the  Longmans  derive  the  power  of  publishing  it.  To 
her,  therefore,  any  application  must  be  made  to  authorize  the  use  of  either 
the  words  or  the  music  for  publication  in  England.  I  should  be  most 
sorry,  I  assure  you,  if  by  any  of  those  difficulties  my  work  were  to  lose  the 
high  honour  you  intended  it  by  giving  your  translation  to  the  world. 

The  letter  in  the  newspaper  which  you  were   so  kind  as  to  send  me, 
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did  not  want  any  additional  interest  to  its  own  power  of  language  and 
thought ;  but,  if  it  did,  the  sight  of  my  own  poetry  (in  what  might  be  almost 
called  its  natural  language)  enshrined  thus  in  the  midst  of  your  prose,  would 
most  abundantly  afford  it. 

I  am,  my  dear  Lord, 

Your  Grace's  very  faithful  servant, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 

To  the  Most  Rev.  John  MacHale,  Archbishop  of  Tuam, 
Tuam,  Ireland. 

Sloperton,  April  30^,  1842. 
MY  DEAR  LORD, 

I  feel  really  ashamed  of  myself  for  having  so  long  delayed  my  acknow- 
ledgment of  your  great  kindness  ;  but,  in  addition  to  the  usual  pressure  of 
business,  I  have  been,  lately,  much  and  painfully  occupied  by  the  state  of 
health  in  which  my  younger  boy  has  returned  from  India.  He  is  now, 
thank  God,  doing  better,  but  we  are  still  not  free  from  alarm  about  him. 

Your  Irish  (truly  Irish)  Melodies  are  a  shame  and  a  reproach  to  me,  and  I 
would  willingly  give  up  much  of  what  I  know  of  other  languages  to  have 
been  Irishman  enough  to  accomplish  such  a  work. 

Yours,  in  great  haste,  but 
Most  truly, 

THOMAS  MOORE, 

To  His  Grace  the  Most  Rev.  Doctor  MacHale, 
Archbishop  of  Tuam,  Tuam,  Ireland. 

December  26^,  1845. 
MY  DEAR  LORD, 

I  was  for  two  reasons  pleased  and  proud  to  hear  from  you.  In  the  first 
place,  to  find  myself  kindly  remembered  by  you,  could  not  be  otherwise 
than  a  pride  and  a  pleasure  to  me,  and  in  the  next,  the  sight  of  another 
number  of  the  Melodies  relieved  me  from  a  fear  which  I  was  beginning  to 
give  way  to,  that  you  had  not  met  with  sufficient  sympathy  in  your  national 
work  to  induce  you  to  continue  it.  This  would,  indeed,  have  been  a  pity  and 
a  shame,  and  I  hail  your  new  number  as  a  proof  that  I  was  mistaken. 

I  find  you  have  been  able  to  make  the  metre  of  the  Irish  words  exactly 
suit  the  airs,  which  must  have  been  no  easy  achievement.  I  have  a  Latin 
translation  of  the  Melodies,  but  of  course  no  such  tour  de  force  is  attempted 
in  it. 

Believe  me,  your  Lordship's  very  sincere 
And  obliged  servant, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 

To  the  Most  Rev.  Doctor  MacHale,  Archbishop  of  Tuam, 
Tuam,  Ireland. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  EARLIER  EDITIONS 

OF  THE  IRISH  TRANSLATION  OF  MOORE'S  MELODIES. 


THE  powerful  influence  of  music  and  poetry  on  the  feelings  and  habits  of 
every  people,  is  too  well  attested  by  experience  to  require  an  elaborate  illus- 
tration. Of  our  incontrovertible  claims  to  a  refined  and  cultivated  music, 
and  to  the  high  intellectual  tone  of  which  it  is  at  once  the  index  and  the 
offspring,  the  few  following  specimens  from  the  now  classical  melodies  of  our 
country  furnish  abundant  evidence.  If  further  proofs  were  wanting,  they 
may  be  found  in  the  published  Minstrelsy  of  Mr.  Hardiman,  or  the  many 
popular  songs  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Bunting,  to  whom  every  Irishman  owes 
lasting  obligations  for  the  patriotic  devotion  with  which  they  have  success- 
fully laboured  to  rescue  from  oblivion  some  of  the  most  valuable  relics  of 
our  ancient  poetry  and  music.  That  the  specimens  of  poetry  that  are  left  us 
did  not  always  correspond  with  the  beauty  of  the  melody  that  breathes 
through  them,  cannot  surprise  any  reader  familiar  with  the  records  of  that 
ruthless  spirit  which,  equally  jealous  of  both,  strove  to  involve  them  in  the 
same  common  destruction.  Against  the  growth  and  perfection  of  our  poetry 
and  literature,  it  was,  alas  !  as  they  were  placed  within  its  reach,  but  too  suc- 
cessful, and  hence  they  were  so  impaired  by  repeated  aggression  ,as  to  be 
almost  extinguished :  whilst  our  music,  like  the  morning  bird,  so  emble- 
matic of  its  sweetness  and  its  freedom,  sought  safety  in  higher  regions  from 
the  shafts  of  its  pursuers  ;  and  whether  it  lighted  on  the  valleys,  or  poured 
its  wild  melodies  along  the  summits  of  our  mountains,  it  always  possessed  the 
magic  power  of  charming  the  wounds  which  were  inflicted  by  the  persecutions 
of  the  stranger. 

Yet  it  is  not  from  the  poetical  compositions  of  our  native  bards  that  our 
melodies  sustained  most  injury.  Though  the  dress  in  which  they  clothed 
their  thoughts  was  simple,  it  was  in  general  natural  and  graceful,  and  in 
our  popular  songs  in  the  native  dialect,  passages  might  be  pointed  out  to  the 
classic  reader  not  unworthy  of  lyrical  poets  of  higher  fame,  so  faithfully  was 
the  spirit  of  the  ancient  muse  transmitted  through  the  Irish  Language.  It 
was  only  when  our  music  was  forcibly  united  with  the  coarse  and  barbarous 
pedantry  of  ignorant  English  songsters,  that  it  suffered  from  the  connection. 
Under  this  yoke  it  continued  to  sink,  and  would  probably  have  sunk  still 
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more,  until  taste  should  have  at  last  shrunk  from  the  contact  of  its  acquaint- 
ance, had  not  a  fond  and  master  spirit  seasonably  interposed  to  save  it  from 
the  degrading  association.  To  MOOEE  our  native  music  shall  ever  be  indebted 
for  clothing  it  in  a  manner  befitting  its  dignity  and  lineage,  and  throwing  over 
it  much  of  the  rich  oriental  drapery  with  which  a  congenial  fancy  had  so 
amply  furnished  him.  Thus  attired,  our  melodies  have  been  introduced  into 
the  most  fashionable  musical  saloons  of  Europe,  nay  sometimes  adorned  in 
a  foreign  costume  ;  but  no  sooner  do  they  breathe  and  speak  than  they 
are  at  once  revealed — the  genuine  daughters  of  the  Land  not  less  famed 
for  song,  than  for  the  fidelity,  heroism,  and  sanctity  of  its  children.  To 
introduce  those  Melodies  to  my  humbler  countrymen,  robed  in  a  manner 
worthy  of  their  high  origin,  has  been  my  object  in  the  following  translation. 
The  banishing  of  those  gross  compositions  with  which  our  musical  airs  were 
oftentimes  defiled  will  be  doing  a  service  to  the  taste  and  morality  of  the 
people  :  how  much  more  so,  when  for  them  will  be  substituted  those  pure 
and  lofty  sentiments  of  patriotism  and  virtue,  which  those  selections  of  the 
Irish  Melodies  so  abundantly  supply.  The  genius  of  Moore  must  ever  com- 
mand admiration.  Its  devotion  to  the  vindication  of  the  ancient  faith  of  Ireland 
and  the  character  of  its  injured  people,  must  inspire  every  Irishman  with 
still  more  estimable  feelings.  Seated  amidst  the  tuneful  followers  of  Apollo, 
he  essayed  the  instrument  of  every  muse,  and  became  master  of  them  all ; 
sighing  at  length  for  some  higher  and  holier  source  of  poetical  feeling,  he 
turns  to  the  East,  and  listens  with  rapture  to  its  prophetic  melodies; 
subdued  by  the  strain,  he  lets  fall  the  lyre,  seizes  the  harp  of  Sion  and  of 
Erin,  at  once  the  emblem  of  piety  and  patriotism,  and  gives  its  boldest 
and  most  solemn  chords  to  his  own  impassioned  inspirations  of  country  and 
of  religion. 


AHI  eminn. 


cAiutieitn  btiiAin,  te'R 


Hie 


I. 


gix)  cAicjAeiTn  bjiiAin,  te'fi  gnACAC 
51-6  CA  tAece  An  5^1^51  t)i§  VIA  Itn-oe, 

51-6  cAillue  "oo'ii  tTlijitiAn  e  A^u-p  pnce 
'S  HAC  b-pltpx)  50  Cion-coiA^Ai-o  A  601*6': 

-An  -petite  tit)  nA  ]?AIC'  -pcAp  i"otti^  n<\c  -pAib 

Al|V  A  5~CAU,  CA  AtlOlf  bA1UC6  ]?A  C6O  J 

-dec  CA  1e6-n-|\tnn  "D'A  t6c|AAH  AI^  IA^AX)  Ai|i 
1e  n-A|i  'o-cpeoiAiJJA'o  cum  ujieif  e  Ann 


II. 


tTlurriAin,  'ntiAin  t>o  b]AonAX)  O]AC  te  feite  neArfi-jAnn 
^AC  iriAi-pe,  ^AC  Aille  '^u-p  ^AC  -petin, 

50  b-'ptngp-oe  AIJA  fliAb  no  A'  n-^l 

oi]AC  -poipneA|iciriAi|i  "oem  :  — 
An  toctAnAc  -peAnA^  cmue,  pon, 
50  t)-cj|Aoi>o^eAm  111*0  ]?A  fAoifvpe  50  cnetin, 
'S  5ii|\  i?eA|A]A  A  beic  bbAX)AnuA  |?AOI  cneAcx>A,  te 
'HA  cAtTi  tiAi|Ae  A  ft<3st>|\Ai'6i1:)  -pAoi  teun. 


III. 


nA  CO-tAOCflA  t)lllf  6,  €115  COlt 

e  50  CAtmAc  'fAn-^teo; 
51-6  bi-6  cAonAc  An  gteAmiA  tjeA^  te  n-A  b-fuil, 

Tli  op  ueiceAt)An,  ACC  ctnue<yoAp  t)'  eif  ctoc. 
>An  5|\iAti,  A  CA  X)'A|I  foitpugA-o,  t>o  conAipc  iAt)  'HA  tui'oe 


IU  bi-oeAt)  fmui-o  Aip,  nA  bjw>bfK>m  Anocc  AIT;  t)ut 

)  p  An  AJI. 
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REMEMBER  THE  GLORIES  OF  BRIAN  THE  BRAVE. 

Am— Molly  Macalpin 

I. 

Remember  the  glories  of  Brian  the  brave, 

Tho'  the  days  of  the  hero  are  o'er  ; 
Tho'  lost  to  Mononia,  and  cold  in  the  grave, 

He  returns  to  Kinkora  no  more. 
That  star  of  the  field,  which  so  often  hath  pour'd 

Its  beam  on  the  battle,  is  set ; 
But  enough  of  its  glory  remains  on  each  sword 

To  light  us  to  victory  yet. 

II. 

Mononia !  when  Nature  embellish'd  the  tint 

Of  thy  fields,  and  thy  mountains  so  fair, 
Did  she  ever  intend  that  a  tyrant  should  print 

The  footstep  of  slavery  there  ? 
No  !  Freedom,  whose  smile  we  shall  never  resign, 

Go,  tell  our  invaders  the  Danes, 
That 't  is  sweeter  to  bleed  for  an  age  at  thy  shrine, 

Than  to  sleep  but  a  moment  in  chains. 

III. 

0 

Forget  not  our  wounded  companions,  who  stood 

In  the  day  of  distress  by  our  side ; 
While  the  moss  of  the  valley  grew  red  with  their  blood, 

They  stirr'd.not,  but  conquer'd  and  died. 
That  sun  which  now  blesses  our  arms  with  his  light 

Saw  them  fall  upon  Ossory's  plain; — 
Oh!  let  him  not  blush,  when  he  leaves  us  to-night, 

To  find  that  they  fell  there  in  vain, 


AtmAti  Am  emmn. 


sut, 

—  eilin  A  tltiin. 
I. 


,  UA  t)eopA  suf  fmi^eA-oA  "oo 

AH  bogA-uifse  CUTTIUA^  Af  meAf^At)  tiA  r»-X)ut 


oriAc  IAH  pAtrp'  50  Ie6|\, 
UA  t)0  giAiAnuA  fA  "oubAn  mo\\ 
Ac  IA. 


II. 


Ci|Ain,  m  cio]Am6cAH  t»o  cujn-'oeo-p  50  t)e; 
Ci|Ain,  rri  btiAn  bei-oeAf  t)O  tA^-gAipe  beo: 

X)AU  J?A  neip, 
yeACu  te  cu|\  50  leiji, 
'S  AI^  •oeAnA'o  mA-|A  CUA§  nA  -ppei^' 

in'  5AC  U]AAU. 


-dinm. 

•ponn — An  cAilin  "Oonn. 
I. 

HA  co^AHAi-oe  ArfiAin  Ainrn,  ACC  cot)tAt)  -pe  -JTAOI  f^Au 
'S  An  5-c|\e  'fUA1^  ?ri  At^  cui|\eA*6  e  50  "h-uAi^neAc  Ann  A 
cittj,  ctn^A'peAc,  cpom  bToeAt)  'oeofiA  A^I  |*uL, 
t)|Mjcx)  nA  h-oix>ce  ctnueAf  A-p  neuicAib  nA  n-tmt. 

II. 

uc'o  tip,  t>o  ttticeAf  50  ciun  A^uf  50  -ppA-p, 

-peAn  UAirh,  Ann  A  5-cox)tAnn  ]"e,  pop- 
,  X)o  ptueAp  le  UAi^neA'p  nA  h-oix)ce, 
CunroocAi-o  pAX>  A|\  ^-cuihA  up  Ann 
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ERIN !  THE  TEAR  AND  THE  SMILE  IN  THINE  EYES. 

AIR — Eilin  a  run. 

I. 

Erin !  the  tear  and  the  smile  in  thine  eyes 
Blend  like  the  rainbow  that  hangs  in  thy  skies 

Shining  through  sorrow's  stream, 

Saddening  through  pleasure's  beam, 

Thy  suns  with  doubtful  gleam 
Weep  while  they  rise. 

II. 

Erin !  thy  silent  tear  never  shall  cease, 
Erin !  thy  languid  smile  ne'er  shall  increase, 

Till,  like  the  rainbow's  light, 

Thy  various  tints  unite, 

And  form  in  Heaven's  sight 
One  arch  of  peace  ! 

OH!  BREATHE  NOT  HIS  NAME. 

Am — The  Brown  Maid. 

I. 

Oh !  breathe  not  his  name,  let  it  sleep  in  the  shade, 
Where  cold  and  unhonour'd  his  relics  are  laid ; 
Sad,  silent,  and  dark  be  the  tears  that  we  shed, 
As  the  night-dew  that  falls  on  the  grass  o'er  his  head. 

II. 

But  the  night-dew  that  falls,  though  in  silence  it  weeps, 
Shall  brighten  with  verdure  the  grave  where  he  sleeps ; 
And  the  tear  that  we  shed,  though  in  secret  it  rolls 
Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  our  souls. 


16  -AbtiAtt  Am  envmri. 


"oo'n  ue  UA  >6tnu  uAb''riuA  HAC  m-beit)  'J;A 

•ponti  —  Col-oAX)  An  c- 
I. 


"oo'n  ue  CA  titnc  cAb'jicA  HAC  m-bem,' 
Ace  A  IOCUA  '^tif  Ath^Aji  -po  §etin 
n-^tnlpji,  C|IA  bei-6  pAt)  A'  t)til:)CA 
An  ce,  -otuc-^pe  UA  puce  -JTAOI  An 
it  Y  cit)  1-p  u|Aom,  -pei|\  "oo  nArfiAit)  *oo  cAin, 
bei-6  A  n-^tnf  ce  '^A  mgeA'6  te  T>O  -oeoii  ; 

1-p  cmce,  ci-6  'ooib-'pAn  bi-oeA-p  cioncAC  AtfiAin, 
50  |AA'1i)  'otuc-feme  'oilif  50  teofi. 


II 


oyicf  A  t>i  bjAion^loi'oe  05'  'oil  mo  bic, 

'S  bu-o  o^c  m1  eA^nA  A1^  meon'iApAX)  50  po|\; 
'S  An  OJACA,  A]"  iDeiiAenAige,  ^Acpyo  ^u^  6  mo 

beii:>  A|A  n'  Ainme  '^-coiiomn  50  poji. 
O  '-p  Aoibm  t)6'n  cAi|ix)e,  -pAnA-p  beo  Ai|t  A  c-fAO^ 

^eicpn  tAece  *oo  gboi  |V  1]"  m6|A  CAit. 
HA  'oeig  pn  m't  beAnnAcc  co  ^A^V  *o6,  A  n-^Aob, 

Le  bA-p  A1|A  ^or\  tf  AJYO 


At!   CtltHU,  T>0  SCAp  UR1  UAlA,A1t)  'n 

iporitt — tYlAif\e  A  ftoi]\> 

I 

An  cpnc,  -oo  fCAp  cjAi  cAUxvi-o  'n  pug 

HA  ^Aece  ceotcA  bmn', 
UA  'JA  bAtt/Ait)  UeArh-jiA  'noi'p  'nn  A  1/111*06 

^An  •peA|\'pA'o  ceoib,  no  pimn : 
THAjA  -pu-o  cA'n  c-Am,  CUAI-O  CA|\C,  |:AOI  ceo, 

UA  'cAit,,  Y  A  cbu  PAOI  f  uAn  ; 
1p  cpoi*6ce  Y^nctug  motcA  ceo, 

1AX)  ^ 
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WHEN  HE  WHO  ADORES  THEE. 

AIR—  The  Fox's  Sleep. 

I. 

When  he  who  adores  thee  has  left  but  the  name 

Of  his  faults  and  his  sorrows  behind, 
Oh  !  say  wilt  thou  weep,  when  they  darken  the  fame 

Of  a  life  that  for  thee  was  resign'd  ? 
Yes,  weep,  and  however  thy  foes  may  condemn, 

Thy  tears  shall  efface  their  decree  ; 
For  Heaven  can  witness,  though  guilty  to  them, 

I  have  been  but  too  faithful  to  thee. 

II. 

With  thee  were  the  dreams  of  my  earliest  love  ; 

Every  thought  of  my  reason  was  thine  ; 
In  my  last  humble  prayer  to  the  Spirit  above, 

Thy  name  shall  be  mingled  with  mine. 
Oh !  blest  are  the  lovers  and  friends  who  shall  live 

The  days  of  thy  glory  to  see : 
But  the  next  dearest  blessing  that  Heaven  can  give 

Is  the  pride  of  thus  dying  for  thee. 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH  TARA'S  HALLS. 

AIR — Molly  Astore. 
I. 

The  harp  that  once  through  Tara's  halls 

The  soul  of  music  shed, 
Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara's  walls 

As  if  that  soul  were  fled. 
So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days, 

So  glory's  thrill  is  o'er, 
And  hearts  that  once  beat  high  for  praise 

Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more. 


Abn<Mi   Am  eminn. 

II. 

Hi  cbtunceAp  cptnc  nA  UeAtfipA  cretin 

H1eAp5  cpuinniugAt)  bAn  no 
'Chp  piiA^pAnn,  i  beic  peAccA, 

ptiAim  bpipce  ueux)  pA  n-oix>ce. 

1T)Ap  put)  Wn   C-p AOppACC,  'f  AtlATTl   CpA 

A  -oupgcAp  i  50  t>eo, 

VltlAlfA  A  b|A1-pC6A|\  C]AO1"6e  '^  A  C^A'OA'O, 

i  beiu  beo. 


tTlO   CRO1T)e. 


I. 

HA  pb  ^ujA  pop-Afro  A^ti-p  AepAc  mo 

tlo  6  binDtib  co  ^Aop  A^u-p  c-roueAfv  -J^A  CJAA 

Ho  50  b-]?AnAit>  ATI  f  11115  bA^Af  -pUA|ACA-p  HA 

Aif\  mo  beACAib  Aifi  mAt)in  ^An  ^intnt)  AIJA  bic 
Hi'b  An  ]"A  'c-pdogAb  po  ACC  -jTA-pAC  neAm-coppAc 
HAC  b-peicueAp  ACC  AIIAITI  An  pop  Ann  pA  u-pbige 
'S  An  bAm  ip  mo  pAnctug  An  bbAc  cpix)  A  ^- 
Si  'pbuAice  gtuneApnA  x)eib^  UA  PA 

ACC  Ctllp  CApC  A11   C11AC  'p  A1p  pGAT)  p 

O  rhi-At)  Ap  m-beACA  bei-o  ctufroigce  50  beop 

Le  x>eop  cig  o  pim^'  ^eAbptii^eAp  ^Ap*oocAp  cpoi*6e 

i^'  lomptngeAp  ceA^Ap  nA  cptiA^A  cum  t>eop 

II. 


1p  cmce  ^tip  T)opcA  beixjeAt)  ei^e  Ap  m-bi-6 

5  Ati  e  beic  pigce  be  pUApcAp  'p  be  ^pA-o 

'5uf  "o'-fASfAUfi  -mo  beAnnAcc  AI^  A  c-pAo^Ab  po  A 

HtiAip  A  cAibpAi-o  nA  peot)A  ux)  'p^eim  A'P  A  m-bbAc. 
t)o'n  ce  bu-6  peApp  cumAn,  pe  bu-6  'ooige  beic  meAbcA 
^15  e«5CAoin  nA  h-Aipbm^'  *oo  bpeti^tug  A  cpoi-oe. 
S  AH  ce  but)  mo  mumm  Ap  mmncpeAp  'p 
triAp  cApA-6  -oo,  peAbb  Aip 


A 
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11. 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright 

The  harp  of  Tara  swells ; 
The  chord  alone,  that  breaks  at  night, 

Its  tale  of  ruin  tells. 
Thus  Freedom  now  so  seldom  wakes, 

The  only  throb  she  gives 
Is  when  some  heart  indignant  breaks, 

To  show  that  still  she  lives. 


OH!   THINK  NOT  MY  SPIRITS   ARE   ALWAYS  AS   LIGHT. 

AIR — John  O'Reily  the  Active. 

I. 

Oh !  think  not  my  spirits  are  always  as  light, 

And  as  free  from  a  pang,  as  they  seem  to  you  now : 
Nor  expect  that  the  heart-beaming  smile  of  to-night 

Will  return  with  to-morrow  to  brighten  my  brow, 
No  : — life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours, 

Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns; 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flowers 

Is  always  the  first  to  be  touch'd  by  the  thorns. 
But  send  round  the  bowl,  and  be  happy  awhile  : — 

May  we  never  meet  worse  in  our  pilgrimage  here, 
Than  the  tear  that  enjoyment  may  gild  with  a  smile, 

And  the  smile  that  compassion  can  turn  to  a  tear ! 

II. 

The  thread  of  our  life  would  be  dark,  Heaven  knows  ! 

If  it  were  not  with  friendship  and  love  intertwined ; 
And  I  care  not  how  soon  I  may  sink  to  repose, 

When  these  blessings  shall  cease  to  be  dear  to  my  mind 
But  they  who  have  lov'd  the  fondest,  the  purest, 

Too  often  have  wept  o'er  the  dream  they  believ'd ; 
And  the  heart  that  has  slumber'd  in  friendship  securest 

Is  happy  indeed  if  't  was  never  deceiv'd. 
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CU1J1  CAj\C  At!  CUAC,  'f  COAX)  'f  fAnAf  t>e 

HA  pjtme  ^eille  A1£  jreAtt  HA  AI$  mriAoi, 
t)it)eAt)  jtfiAn  tetif  An  cumAin  AIN  mA'oin  AI 


51*0  so  tn'  AtnAtic  'oeision-Ac  Am  eminn 

•ponn—  tin  CtileAn. 
I. 

git)  fo  m'ATfiAfvc  t)ei5ioiiAc  Aiyi  6i|iinn  A  CAOTO, 
^eAb^AX)  6i|ie  'nn  ^AC  ci-ji,  A  m-bei'6i'6  ctiifLe  mo  c]ioit)e 
't)eix)  t)'  ucc  mA|v  ueAc-t)ix)ir>,  A  ceite  tno  ctAon, 
1]"  •oo  -pof5  mA|i  -peAlc-eoitnf  A  n-seuivbjttii'o  A 

II. 

go  cltiAin  UAi^neAc  -pAfAig,  no  ctiAn  coirhitjeAc, 
-dnn  nAc  i?eix)i|\  te'-p  nArfiAit)  Ap  ^-coi-pceim  t>o  toji^, 
e-AlocAt)  lemo  cuitponn,  '-pni  AipeocAit)  me  An  pon 
Co  5eii]i  ieif  An  nAmAiX),  CA  t)'An  n-t»ibi|Ac  Af  x>ion. 

III. 

T)eA|iq?A'o  Ain  on-folu  0115,  fAinneAc  t)o  cmn, 
1f  eift)]:eAX)  te  ceolcAib  t>o  clAi|\pge  CA  bmn, 
5 An  GA^IA  50  fc^oicpeAt)  An  SAfAnAc  ceAnn 
Aon  ueut)  Af  t)o  6|it>iu,  no  Aon  •olAoig  Af  t)o  ceAnn 


,  ue^nc,  seoi^oe  n-d 

Vonti—  CA  AH 
I. 


bu-6  luActiiAji,  ceAjic,  ^eoi-oe  nA  h-oig-mnA  f  Aim' 
A$UV  pAinne  t>e'n  OJA  Ain  A  b-^leAf5  Ann  A  Uim. 
Ace  but)  lonnnAige  50  ITA-OA  A  fSeim  ir  A  bUc 
'1lA  An  ojvfUc  'rnA  reoit)e,  -D'A  AiUe  'r  -o'  A 
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But  send  round  the  bowl :  while  a  relic  of  truth 
Is  in  man  or  in  woman,  this  prayer  shall  be  mine — 

That  the  sunshine  of  love  may  illumine  our  youth, 
And  the  moonlight  of  friendship  console  our  decline. 


THOUGH  THE  LAST  GLIMPSE  OF  ERIN. 

AIR — Couhn. 

I, 

Tho'  the  last  glimpse  of  Erin  with  sorrow  I  see, 
Yet  wherever  thou  art  shall  seem  Erin  to  me ; 
In  exile  thy  bosom  shall  still  be  my  home, 
And  thine  eyes  make  my  climate  wherever  we  roam. 

n. 

To  the  gloom  of  some  desert  or  cold  rocky  shore, 
Where  the  eye  of  the  stranger  can  haunt  us  no  more, 
I  will  fly  with  my  Coulin,  and  think  the  rough  winds 
Less  rude  than  the  foes  we  leave  frowning  behind. 

III. 

And  I  '11  gaze  on  thy  gold  hair,  as  graceful  it  wreathes, 
And  hang  o'er  thy  soft  harp,  as  wildly  it  breathes; 
Nor  dread  that  the  cold-hearted  Saxon  will  tear 
One  chord  from  that  harp,  or  one  lock  from  that  hair. 


RICH  AND  RARE  WERE  THE  GEMS  SHE  WORE. 

Am—  The  summer  is  coming. 
I. 

Rich  and  rare  were  the  gems  she  wore, 
And  a  bright  gold  ring  on  her  wand  she  bore ; 
But  ah !  her  beauty  was  far  beyond 
Her  sparkling  gems  or  snow-white  wand. 
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II. 

t>o'n  rhAi5t)eAn,  A  t)'  pAfptnJ  An  fAo 
50  h-AonAfiAc  A  n-tiAi^neAf  nA  fti§e, 
itcitje  015-f-eAfi  riA  h-eifieAnn  co  ifioji, 
rS  tiAC  "o-cnucpyo  50  qAUAittiX)  te  Ainnpp  no  6fi? 


III. 

T)o  fiieA^AiiA,  nit  eA5lA  no  btiAi-oipc  Ain  mo 
Hi  -oeAn^ATo  ct^nn  Chpe^nn  'OAm  t)ocA|i  no  *oic; 
51*6  ctAonriiA|A  Ain  "oei^e  IA*O  y  Ai|i  •fedi'oi'b  50  te6|i, 
1-p  Ann]"A  teo    comport  A'f  CAi'oe  50  mon. 

IV. 

Le  pni^eAt)  f^iAthAc,  tA-puA  6  ion|iACAf  qioit>e, 
SiubAl  An  oi^-beAn  50  mtnnigneAc  loinlAn  nA  epic', 
1-p  beAnnAcc  t)o'n'ce,  AI^  A  -jAAib  'oocctif  Af  CAit 
11  A  b-ptAUA  fAov-'beti'pAC,  ^GAJIA  pop 


^Au  soitse-Ac  ^neine  <Am  tinn  T)tit>  'HA 

—  Aiflm  An  015  fiy\. 
I. 


tTlAfi  JAU  -poit-peAc  ^peme  Aip  linn  "otjl!)  'nA  ttti*6e 

1|*  ftiAfi-ctnl'  nA  t>--poinp  te  -pAnAX)  "out 

^I'oeA-p  An  teACA  bitieAf  LA^CA  te  -prni^e'6 

'S  An  cpoToe  ^1:15  te  c|Aom-tiAtAC  "oubpom  t)'A  cpA'OA'6. 


II. 

Aon  ctnrhne  AifiAin  curhAitiAit  ^An  CAth,  bmeA^  pop-beo, 
'S  A1$  ptu  Ain  AJA  tAecib  A  -oubAin  'f  A  ceo, 
T!AC  'o-ci^eAiin  Aip,  AcpugAT)  6  tAnnAip,  no  neut, 
S'  A  riiAotugAX)  no  AbuAi-oneA-o  50  fApocAt)  An 


III. 

bei-6  An  cuirhne  ut)  -o'Ap  n-^onA-o  tAp  fteit>e  ^A 

-otntteo^  cpion  -pAriipAi-o  Aip  cpAob  cpAinn  'nA  tuiti 


A  ^eAtcAp  te  ^Aeci     nA  ^peme  Aip  A  n- 
'S  nAcn-uAieAnn  nA 


t)iAix)  pn,  te  n'A  ceA^Ap  50 
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II.        , 

"  Lady !  dost  thou  not  fear  to  stray, 

"  So  lone  and  lovely,  through  this  bleak  way  ? 

"  Are  Erin's  sons  so  good  or  so  cold 

"  As  not  to  be  tempted  by  woman  or  gold  ?" 

III. 

"  Sir  Knight !  I  feel  not  the  least  alarm  ; 

"  No  son  of  Erin  will  offer  me  harm  : — 

"  For  though  they  love  woman  and  golden  store, 

"  Sir  Knight !  they  love  honour  and  virtue  more". 

IV. 

On  she  went,  and  her  maiden  smile 
In  safety  lighted  her  round  the  green  isle ; 
And  blest  for  ever  is  she  who  relied 
Upon  Erin's  honour  and  Erin's  pride. 


AS  A  BEAM  O'ER  THE  FACE  OF  THE  WATERS  MAY  GLOW. 

AIR — The  young  mans  dream. 
I. 

As  a  beam  o'er  the  face  of  the  waters  may  glow, 
'While  the  tide  runs  in  darkness  and  coldness  below, 
So  the  cheek  may  be  ting'd  with  a  warm  sunny  smile, 
Though  the  cold  heart  to  ruin  runs  darkly  the  while. 

II. 

One  fatal  remembrance,  one  sorrow  that  throws 
Its  bleak  shade  alike  o'er  our  joys  and  our  woes, 
To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  brighter  can  bring, 
For  which  joy  has  no  balm  and  affliction  no  sting : 

III. 

Oh !  this  thought  in  the  midst  of  enjoyment  will  stay, 
Like  a  dead  leafless  branch  in  the  summer's  bright  ray  ; 
The  beams  of  the  warm  sun  play  round  it  in  vain  ; 
It  may  smile  in  his  light,  but  it  blooms  not  again. 
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m     -Ftnt  AnsA  s-cntnnne  Aon  cutnAti,  no 


—  SeAn  ceAtiti 


I. 

tli  to-put  AnfA  5.cf\uinne  Aon  CUTTIAJI,  no 
tllAn  An  tA$  A  to-pjit  co-fpuu  nA  t)if'  AtoAnn  Ann  ; 
1p  tuAice  bei'oeAf  eAlAigce  UAim  m'  AjijAAnn,  '-p  mo 
'HA  c|\ion]?Af  An  ^teAnn  ^lAf  ut)  up  A^  mo  cpoit)e 

II. 

Hi  he  An  c-AttiA-pc  bneAg,  Aoibmn  bi  f^A^cA  Ain 
Tii  he  tonnAin  An  cniofCAit,  nA  tj|v-l:)tAu  nA 
Hi  he  corh^An  nA  J-JUIUA  mA|A  eti^-ceol 
Ace  ni*6  eipn  nio|"  "oit-pe  UA  A  n-X)oirhneAcc  An  c 

III. 

SiAT>  mo  cAi]AX)e,  *oo  ceAn^Ail,  mo  cum  Ann  '-p  mo 
*Oo  -pcAp  A1|A  ^AC  ni-6  Ann,  f^eirh  fAfCA  nA  mi  An  ; 
Oin  ni'l  Aon  ni-6  "O'A  Ailte  nAc  meA^tngeAnn  A 
T)'A  feic^nm  cne  fuitilf)  Ai-p  A  m-bi*6eAnn  A^Ainn 

IV. 

A  JteAnn  Aoibmn  cAc-AbnA,  btm  -ptiAirhneAc  mo  f 
PAOI  ^Af^AX)  X)o  CA^Ain  te  mo  cA-pA  pojvbtiAn, 
'11  Aic  A  m-bei  mrim  t>  6  nA  poncAib  fAoi  -oi-oeAn  50 
'S  AJA  5-cnoix)ce  mAn  -oo  ciun-fpucA  coimeAf^uA  te 


senn  Agus  An 

Vonn—  An  -o 
I 

O  !  -oei^ig  Af  r^5»  Ar 

An  mm-p  beAnnmg'  |\oim  An  IA; 

Oin  A1|\  t)o  bopt),  51-6  if  X)oncAt)  An  oit)ce 

Cit)im  cumA,  if  'otiAl  X)o  mnAoi : 

Oin  fe  mo  moit)'  fA'n  i  -po,  clo 

Coif'  mnA  nAc  b-^A^An  Ann  50  x>eo. 
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THE  MEETING  OF  THE  WATEKS. 

AIR— The  old  head  of  Denis. 

I. 

There  is  not  in  this  wide  world  a  valley  so  sweet 
As  that  vale  in  whose  bosom  the  bright  waters  meet; 
Oh !  the  last  ray  of  feeling  and  life  must  depart, 
Ere  the  bloom  of  that  valley  shall  fade  from  my  heart. 

II. 

Yet  it  was  not  that  Nature  had  shed  o'er  the  scene 
Her  purest  of  crystal  and  brightest  of  green  ; 
'T  was  not  the  soft  magic  of  streamlet  or  rill, 
Oh !  no — it  was  something  more  exquisite  still. 

III. 

'T  was  that  friends,  the  belov'd  of  my  bosom,  were  near, 
Who  made  every  dear  scene  of  enchantment  more  dear, 
And  who  felt  how  the  best  charms  of  nature  improve, 
When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks  that  we  love. 

IV. 

Sweet  Vale  of  Avoca!  how  calm  could  I  rest 

In  thy  bosom  of  shade,  with  the  friends  I  love  best, 

Where  the  storms  that  we  feel  in  this  cold  world  should  cease, 

And  our  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  be  mingled  in  peace. 


ST.     SENANUS     AND     THE     LADY. 


I. 

"  Oh  !  haste  and  leave  this  sacred  isle, 
"  Unholy  bark,  ere  morning  smile  ; 
"  For  on  thy  deck,  though  dark  it  be, 

"  A  female  form  I  see  ; 
"  And  I  have  sworn  this  sainted  sod 
"  Shall  ne'er  by  woman's  foot  be  trod". 


2Q  Atofuvm   AIH  emmn. 

II. 


O  AUAIJA!  nA  ctnn  cjiit) 

THo  bAt)  IAJI  ponuA  'f  connuA  t)tib'  ; 

CoijAigim  beiu  50  h-urhAt  6  cnoit>e 

Home  t)'  OJAUA  mAi'one  A'-p  oi*6ce, 

Pji  beAnntngce  m  't  AOH 

50  rnit/pA-o  mo  cof  An  C-UJA  no 


III. 

AijYo  "oo  §uc  nA  mnA 
t>'  pit  An  ton^  te  coi]i 
t)A  n-'oeAnpvo  An 
Ann  50  X)-d  c|\ioc  nA  h  oi^ce, 
t)o  |iein  nA  f5enlu'  bts-6  rho]i  An 
nAC  'o-uneigpAt)  An  c-oiteAn  te  n-A 


Aoibm  HAIR  A15  uomAT)  gtieme  Anns  An 


I. 


c  AOibm  UAi^  AI^  comA*6  ^eme  Ann-p  A 
'S  A  fotu-p  pnue  A1|\  A  ^-ciun-conn  50 
Ui^  6  Aimpn  A|ApA,  Aifbn^  01^5  tei-p  An  n-oix>ce, 
•oiJ'pAcc  curhA  Afv  g-cAin'oe,  un  Ann  A-JI  ^- 


II. 


An    AB  AI^  -011    f?Aoi, 
'S  An  ATobei-p  t>Aiuce  lei-p  An  on-'p^Ai'L  btntje; 

uonnA  tonn|AAc'  cnucAirn,  upviAtl  pA-p  50  cuAn 
h-mnpe  Ailte,  A  b-ftngeA'o  Ann  ^eun 
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II. 

"  O  Father !  send  not  hence  my  bark, 
"  Through  wintry  winds  and  o'er  billows  dark. 
"  I  come  with  humble  heart  to  share 
"  Thy  morn  and  evening  prayer : 
"  Nor  mine  the  feet,  0  holy  Saint, 
"The  brightness  of  thy  sod  to  taint". 


III. 

The  Lady's  prayer  Senanus  spurn'd ; 
The  winds  blew  fresh,  the  bark  return'd : 
But  legends  hint,  that  had  the  maid 

Till  morning's  light  delay'd, 
And  given  the  saint  one  rosy  smile, 
She  ne'er  had  left  his  lonely  isle. 


HOW  DEAR  TO  ME  THE  HOUR. 

AIR — The  twisting  of  the,  rope. 
I. 

How  dear  to  me  the  hour  when  daylight  dies, 
And  sunbeams  melt  along  the  silent  sea, 
For  then  sweet  dreams  of  other  days  arise, 
And  memory  breathes  her  every  sigh  to  thee. 


II. 


And,  as  I  watch  the  line  of  light,  that  plays 
Along  the  smooth  wave  tow'rd  the  burning  west, 
I  long|to  tread  that  path  of  golden  rays, 
And  think  't  will  lead  to  some  bright  isle  of  rest. 
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>oiteA>6  An 


I. 


ciun  nVif  bAif  beitieAf  price  clAon, 
cum  mo  ceile  gfuvo-Aige,  mo  cnoi'oe: 
*Oi  mmr-  511  p  coctng  e  pni$'  A'-p  ^AIC  pon', 
CoVo  A'-p  Ai|i  An  c-r-AogAl  fo,  'nnA  comntn-oe  bi, 

tei,  AbAi]A  ^An  pic  Aon  >oeo|A  AtfiAin 
A  tionpAX)  le  tiotin-'Oti'b  b|\6ri  A  c|\oi*6e, 
Ace  b|iAon  A  cAijA^eAX)  t)e  CAop  pon  -potA 
Cum  ATI  pupolt  A  beic  ^AlccA  ^AC  IA  A' 


II. 

mo  ceoV  'nnA  ltnt)e 
mo  clAi|ApeAc  50  tD-ci  'oo  iAnn, 
C-poc  i  -ptiAf  te  "h-Air*  X)0]\iiif  An  cige 
'fe-pvgAnn  pubAtAit)'  ctti]AfeAc'  f^ic  -pAitcArhAit  Ann7 
'S  C|\A  'oeAn^A-p  bAjAt)  bocc  -peAcpiAin'  ^eAr'A'6' 
A  •otifAcc  A  ceut)A  At;  -ptiAn  50  fimn, 
bi'oeA'o  ctumne  AI^A  An  b-pte  A1|\  teir;  i,  A 
T)o    mi     t)o  teAnb  nA 


III. 

e  'noi-p  -pAoi  rhAot,  An 
Cum,  -n'eir-  me  imceAcc,  —  beic  Ain  t>o  6tA|\ 
Ace  beul  ^An  cumAn  AI^  -pben:)  no  X>A!A 
^o  X)eo  m  blAifpt)  *oeo|i  A-p  A  bA|i. 
Acu  mA  bmeAnn  -peA|A  pop  ^An  ctAon  i 
Af  6tt:Af  -o'  A  |\un  nAc  X)UAt  A  criAt), 
1Tlo  gAece  bei-6  '5  eidoU,  CCACU  Ann  |iein 

x>e  'n 
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THE  BAKD'S  LEGACY. 

AIR — Wanting. 

I. 

When  in  death  I  shall  calm  recline, 

Oh !  bear  my  heart  to  my  mistress  dear : 
Tell  her  it  liv'd  upon  smiles  and  wine 

Of  the  brightest  hue,  while  it  linger'd  here. 
Bid  her  not  shed  one  tear  of  sorrow, 

To  sully  a  heart  so  brilliant  and  light ; 
But  balmy  drops  of  the  red  grape  borrow, 

To  bathe  the  relic  from  morn  till  night. 

II. 

When  the  light  of  my  song  is  o'er, 

Then  take  my  harp  to  your  ancient  hall ; 
Hang  it  up  at  that  friendly  door, 

Where  weary  travellers  love  to  call. 
Then  if  some  bard,  who  roams  forsaken, 

Eevive  its  soft  notes  in  passing  along, 
Oh !  then  let  one  thought  of  its  master  waken 

Your  warmest  smiles  for  the  child  of  song. 

III. 

Keep  this  cup,  which  is  now  o'ernowing, 

To  grace  your  revel  when  I  'm  at  rest ; 
Never,  oh !  never  its  balm  bestowing 

On  lips  that  beauty  hath  seldom  blest. 
But  when  some  warm  devoted  lover 

To  her  he  adores  shall  bathe  its  brim, 
Then,  then  my  spirit  around  shall  hover, 

And  hallow  each  drop  that  foams  for  him. 
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rmrnc  T>O  51111,  A 

t?orm—  An  oijj-beAn  •cub  lonmtnri. 
I. 


T!AC  rnmic  *oo 

HAC  mime  *oo  cftAit)  bA-p  An  cno-me, 


T)o  "oeAtt)  5"L6i|A,  no 

*Oo  ^AC  Aon  IAOC  cAtniA  CA  pnce 

StiAn  !  Y  t)o  §AC  -puil  UA  neutrhA|v  te  cAomce 
Ai|\  A  n-UAirh,  Ann  A  ^-cotjlAnn  An 
^witeA'o  nA  h-6i§e  'f  n^  ^Ai-p^itDig  50 


II. 


1-p  'oub  An  c-Am  Ann  A  b-'ptnLmtnt)  beo, 

'eif  A  cefle  ]:AOI  ceo  ; 
Aon,  A  fCAp  tocfiAnn  iriA-p  -pent 
Cine,  Anoif  TnucuA  I:AOI  neutt. 
'S  c|Aom  *oeo|\  An  ce,  b-ftnl  A  cnoitie  '5  A 
b-ftnt  eu^cA  A  f  6,  Y  <*  ^015  '^A  clif  GA-O  : 
Acu  AI^  Ai^pe  An  -pl^AUA  if  ^eAt  50  leon, 
*Oo  ctnueA-p  AIJA  A  cnocAn  An  x>e6p. 


III. 

UA  A|\  "Letif-rhA-pA  mticcA 


Uu-f  A,  A  Com  nA  ^-ceut)  CAC  ! 

'S  cu  eile  !  Y  ^  *oo  bniAcnAib  ueo 

Di  -ptiAn,  ]"Aoi|\fe  AY  pnmn,  beo  — 

ti^uA,—  fAt)  beif)eAf 
Ho  T>AomeAcc  ]?A  jeu 

Dei'6  A  rn-beACA      A  w-bA'   Ann    AC  t)Ail 
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HOW  OFT  HAS  THE  BENSHEE  CRIED. 

AIR — The  dear  black  maid. 

I. 

How  oft  has  the  Benshee  cried, 
How  oft  has  death  untied 
Bright  links  that  Glory  wove, 
Sweet  bonds  entwin'd  by  Love  ! 

Peace  to  each  manly  soul  that  sleepeth ; 

Rest  to  each  faithful  eye  that  weepeth ; 
Long  may  the  fair  and  brave 
Sigh  o'er  the  hero's  grave  ! 

II. 

We  're  fall'n  upon  gloomy  days  ! 

Star  after  star  decays, 

Every  bright  name  that  shed 

Light  o'er  the  land  is  fled. 
Dark  falls  the  tear  of  him  who  mourneth 
Lost  joy,  or  hope  that  ne'er  returneth : 

But  brightly  flows  the  tear 

Wept  o'er  a  hero's  bier. 

III. 

Quench'd  are  our  beacon  lights — 
Thou,  of  the  Hundred  Fights  ! 
Thou,  on  whose  burning  tongue 
Truth,  peace,  and  freedom  hung ! 

Both  mute — but  long  as  valour  shineth, 

Or  mercy's  soul  at  war  repineth, 
So  long  shall  Erin's  pride 
Tell  how  they  lived  and  died. 
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silt)  AIR  smbAt  unro  An 


Form  —  SArxrvoA  e-oin. 
I. 

Stm  Aipi  putoAl  unit)  An  ^-qnnnne  mApi  lemto  lA 
UAOAIJAU  btAf  '  -oe  f\ux>  imbf  ,  A'f  *oe  ^tit)  eile'  rm<ui 
'S  nuAi]i  A  cuippgeAf  An  pAtrp  YA  5'c1A1c  foip  toi-oeAf  ceic, 
Cum  ci-|i  'f1^  ^e1^  '^AiAtlA'o  bi-oeAnn  A^Ainn  ciAon. 
DA  feoi-oe  if  Aille,  if  ^TIAUAC', 
Ai|AeAiii,  '511  f  ^01^5  ^ATI  ceo, 
Tli  ei^in  •otunn  imueAcc  Af  A]A  'o-ci-p  -pem 

TI  ]"eA|\cAitiAit  ?5^if  f  uite  beo, 
ctmtimg,  AI^  t)tit  CA|\U  t)o'n  -p^A^A  Ap  A' 
^oi-|AriiAi"i,  110  pA-prrmfi  bei-oeAf  t)'  Aifoi|^  f  A  u- 
U]AA  cum  -plAince  mnA,  'benDeA-p  CUAC  IIOIIUA  50 
HA  'oeAfurmit)  An  ^mi^  tA-pA-p  pyp^At)  "oo 


II. 

,  -JTAOI 


5  A 

Acu  co  c-pom  bit)eAf  VIHA  co'olA'o  An  HAUAIJI  ^AC  UJAA, 
^o  b--pA5CAiA  An  gAi|At)in  ^An  -j:Ai]Ae  mA  '-p 
11i't  Ann,  'pAt  mit-peAc  'oiAi 

Ann  Gipmn  '  coimi|-\c  A 

A-JA  ^-cewo^Ait)  CJAA  gomeA'p  A^A  meu-ji' 


cmrhmj,  (mApi  UA  fuA-p). 


III. 


^  beAn-ceiLe  cum 
UA  An  po-puA,  A  -peoLuA  tAn', 
1-p  An  Am  ^nmeA-p  5|\At)  ACC  A  upieo^tigAT)  o'n 
'    A 
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WE  MAY  ROAM  THRO'  THIS  WORLD. 


I. 

We  may  roam  thro'  this  world,  like  a  child  at  a  feast, 

Who  but  sips  of  a  sweet,  and  then  flies  to  the  rest ; 
And,  when  pleasure  begins  to  grow  dull  in  the  east, 

We  may  order  our  wings,  and  be  off  to  the  west ; 
But  if  hearts  that  feel,  and  eyes  that  smile, 

Are  the  dearest  gifts  that  Heaven  supplies, 
We  never  need  leave  our  own  green  isle, 

For  sensitive  hearts  and  for  sun-bright  eyes. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd, 

Thro'  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward  you  roam, 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round, 

Oh !  remember  the  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home. 

II. 

In  England,  the  garden  of  Beauty  is  kept 

By  a  dragon  of  prudery,  plac'd  within  call ; 
But  so  oft  this  unamiable  dragon  has  slept, 

That  the  garden  's  but  carelessly  watch'd  after  all. 
Oh !  they  want  the  wild  sweet-briery  fence 

Which  round  the  flowers  of  Erin  dwells  ; 
Which  warns  the  touch  while  winning  the  sense, 

Nor  charms  us  least  when  it  most  repels. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd, 

Thro'  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward  you  roam, 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round, 

Oh  !  remember  the  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home. 

III. 

In  France,  when  the  heart  of  a  woman  sets  sail 

On  the  ocean  of  wedlock  its  fortune  to  try, 
Love  seldom  goes  far  in  a  vessel  so  frail, 

But  just  pilots  her  off,  and  then  bids  her  good-bye. 


34  At)tiAin  AIR   emirm. 

Ace  in  Jean  A  CineAnn  con  jjbu  igeAtin  5  An 
An  u-o^Uc  ^A^CA,  te  -ponn  A  yiArh 
r/pii>  rgolAn'  t;|Aeine  '511  f  poncA 

tTlAJA  bl   'nt1A1"|A  A  CtH^A  f 6  A  long  A1|1 

g  (ITIA]A  fe  f"WAf). 


ctiniine  ^1     eminn  Am  11  A  tAeuib'  t)o  ti 


—  An  SionnAc 
I. 

t)i*6eAt)  ctiiiTine  AI^  Ci]Ainn  AIJA  nA  lAecit),  *oo  bi 
Sul  t)o  bnAiu  A  ctAnn  -pem  i  te  peit'L-'beA|\c, 

TltiAi]A  bi  iot)  t)e  'n  6|A-T:)iii'6e  AIJA  b]\AAi*o  ITlAoit-eAc^inn  An 
T)o  buAi-6  6'n  HAITI,  bi  UAilleAc  <vp 

A    nijce    bjAAC    5^A^    11  A 

A  IAOCJAA  cmn  CAUA  50 

Stit  X)o  'fACA'p  •j^eoi'oe  Ci]ieAnn  AI^  'oeAtnA'6  5 
A  5-c|\6in--p;LeA>p5  An 


II 


A1]A    IOC    HeACATO    An 

1/e  tmn  ^ottiif  l-Ae  toeic  AI 
Ci-oeAnn  -peAn-cloi^uig  po-p,  ntiAi]i  bi-oeA-p  50 
Ain  b|\tiAc  nA  tmne  AI^  ctAonA-6: 
-put),  c|Ae  Aiftmg  tritrnitnt) 
AI|A  nA  tAeab  CA  A 

'S  50  bjAonAc  Aij  "oeAncA-o  Ain  A  n-^toin  -JTAOI  f 
UA  bAicce  -pAOi  cpom-conA  bliAX)AncA. 
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While  the  daughters  of  Erin  keep  the  boy, 

Ever  smiling  beside  his  faithful  oar, 
Through  billows  of  woe  and  beams  of  joy, 

The  same  as  he  looked  when  he  left  the  shore. 
Then,  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd, 

Thro'  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward  you  roam, 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round, 

Oh !  remember  the  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home. 


LET  ERIN  REMEMBER  THE   DAYS   OF  OLD. 

AIR—  The  Red  Fox. 

I. 

Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old, 

Ere  her  faithless  sons  betray'd  her;    ' 
When  Malachi  wore  the  collar  of  gold, 

Which  he  won  from  her  proud  invader; 
When  her  kings  with  standard  of  green  unfurl'd, 

Led  the  Red-Branch  Knights  to  danger; — 
Ere  the  emerald  gem  of  the  western  world 

Was  set  in  the  crown  of  a  stranger. 


II. 

On  Lough  Neagh's  bank  as  the  fisherman  strays, 

When  the  clear  cold  eve  's  declining, 
He  sees  the  round  towers  of  other  days 

In  the  wave  beneath  him  shining. 
Thus  shall  memory  often,  in  dreams  sublime, 

Catch  a  glimpse  of  the  days  that  are  over; 
Thus,  sighing,  look  through  the  waves  of  time 

For  the  long-faded  glories  they  cover. 
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otiu,  SRUU, 


I. 

fUAn  OJAC,  fjAuc,  tTlAoitte,  CA  bojAficA  te  *oiley 
btiAi'ofieA'6  TIA  poncA  t)o  citm-ctnte 
^  eifoeAcu  'f  An   omce  te  50!  111511 

eA^cAom  HA  n-^eA^A  t)'   ^A^  i  le 
CA  "h-Atn  bei'oeA]"  AH  A^A  Aig  ^oi-p-ceAnn  A  t)]iAoi'6eAcuA, 

CA  li-Arn  "oo  ctvunpeAn  A  h-eu^-ceol  A1|\  uomn  ? 
CA  h-Am  "oo  btiAitpeA^  t)ATn  AH'o-cto^A  jtigeAccA 

HA  b-ptACAf,  X)o  m1  f-AitautjAt)  6'n  c-fAO^At  fo  50  birrn  ? 


II. 

t>o  conn  ^Afib  geirhjAit),  moniiAin  !  beitJit)  rno  cAomue, 
iA^AX)  mo  t>jiAoi>6eAccA  c-pe  nA  fAO^AlcA  50 
CA  'Gi-e    TAOI   ctubeAi'  A     eu-nAThAi'o,  pnce, 


-peiceAt)  Ai|i  A  n-uAi-p  te  n-A  t)u-pAcc  6 
CA  1i-Am  eijAeocA-p  -petite  tonn^Ac  AI 

-dip  -pAirh-mni^  6i|\eAnn  tAn-toc|iAin  An 
CA  h-Am  t)o  cttun-peA^i  ceot  -ptACAif  A1£  •poilpugA'6, 

50  nAorh-A-pA-p  t)e? 


I. 

Di  'cAomeAt)  An  Am  A 

UJIA  cum   Cibtin' 
UAimc  ciAjinA  An  ^teAnA  te  ^eAttcA 

Di  An  geAttAc  |?A01  neut 

'Snion  tAf  YA  vpeu\\  Aon 
le  cum  A.  511^  cAitt  AH  6^-beAn  A  etui  50 
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THE   SONG  OF  FIONNULA. 

AIR — Arrah,  my  dear  Eveleen. 
I. 

Silent,  0  Moyle !  be  the  roar  of  thy  water, 

Break  not,  ye  breezes,  her  chain  of  repose, 
While,  murmuring  mournfully,  Lir's  lonely  daughter 

Tells  to  the  night-star  her  tale  of  woes. 
When  shall  the  swan,  her  death-note  singing, 

Sleep,  with  wings  in  darkness  furl'd  ? 
When  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bells  ringing, 

Call  my  spirit  from  this  stormy  world  ? 

II. 

Sadly,  0  Moyle !  to  thy  winter  wave  weeping, 

Fate  bids  me  languish  long  ages  away ; 
Yet  still  in  her  darkness  doth  Erin  lie  sleeping, 

Still  doth  the  pure  light  its  dawning  delay. 
When  will  that  day-star,  mildly  springing, 

Warm  our  isle  with  peace  and  love  ? 
When  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bell  ringing, 

Call  my  spirit  to  the  fields  above  ? 


EVELEEN'S    BOWER. 

Am—  Wanting. 
I. 

Oh !  weep  for  the  hour 

When  to  Eveleen's  bower 
The  Lord  of  the  Valley  with  false  vows  came  ; 

The  moon  hid  her  light 

From  the  heavens  that  night, 
And  wept  behind  the  clouds  at  the  maiden's  shame. 
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II. 


Hi  fiAib  1,6 

Aip  An  fiAe  cAi-oe, 

bttif    A1TIAC    AfUf   A    leUf  gO    UlAU  J 

Acu  coVo  Y  beit>eA|-  p  beo 
Hi  f^ApfAfi  Api-p  50  *oeo 
A  cine  Ai     Cibtin  >oy>bAc<Mr»  A  cu<y6. 


TIL 

1J1  An  fne<xccA'  'nA  ttmoe 
Aip  ceim   curiiAn^  nA 
An  m-bo^Ac  Ann  AJA  ptL  An 
A^tif  if  IOHTOA  tojA^  nti 
'SA  c-'-pneAccA,  mitteAt)  A 
*O'  "Poittpg  A  ceim  cum  An  cige  -JIAI  G-ibtin   Ann. 

IV. 


An 
"Le  ceA-p-bpig  A 

'^5  -peAtt-con  An 
-dec  AI^  ^Aeue  neirhe  ArhAin, 
UA  ^tAnAii)'  'IHAC  An  cAin 
*O'  yAn  Ain  'cAil  'bApn  "oo-beijiu  nA  h-oit)ce, 


'  AtlT)    e   All 


-oub. 


e  An  ^UA^IAAX),        n  u-fAoiyife  t)o 
b'  Aoibm  An  tiAip,  *oo  cuj^  SpAinmg  Ain  ]?Ain 
'oufAcc  cum  ^lo^AlcAif  A|"  ^eib 
O!  A  fAoi-pfe!  nA  -pA^cAn  Aip  t>'  Ai^ne  Aon 
-p  An  iAp-muin  50  t)eipfieAc, 
foltif  x)o  gnuife  *oo  ^AC  AIU,  CA  '5  A  cpAt>At), 
'S  HA  ceill  Aip  glAf-feAmpo^  nA  h-6ipeAnn  -oo  gpAt) 
cpAob-olA  SpAinneAc  Aip  cpom-fleAf    t)o 
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II. 

The  clouds  pass'd  soon 

From  the  chaste  cold  moon, 
And  heaven  simTd  again  with  her  vestal  flame  ; 

But  none  will  see  the  day 

When  the  clouds  shall  pass  away, 
Which  that  dark  hour  left  on  Eveleen's  fame. 

III. 

The  white  snow  lay 

On  the  narrow  path-way, 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Valley  cross'd  over  the  moor ; 

And  many  a  deep  print 

On  the  white  snow's  tint 
Show'd  the  track  of  his  footsteps  to  Eveleen's  door. 

IV. 

The  next  sun's  ray 

Soon  melted  away 
Every  trace  on  the  path  where  the  false  Lord  came ; 

But  there  's  a  light  above, 

Which  alone  can  remove 
That  stain  upon  the  snow  of  fair  Eveleen's  fame. 


SUBLIME  WAS  THE  WARNING. 

AIR—  The  Black  Joke. 

I. 

Sublime  was  the  warning  that  Liberty  spoke, 

And  grand  was  the  moment  when  Spaniards  awoke 

Into  life  and  revenge  from  the  conqueror's  chain. 
0  Liberty  !  let  not  this  spirit  have  rest, 
Till  it  move,  like  a  breeze,  o'er  the  waves  of  the  west; 
Give  the  light  of  your  look  to  each  sorrowing  spot, 
Nor,  oh !  be  the  Shamrock  of  Erin  forgot, 

While  you  add  to  your  garland  the  Olive  of  Spain! 


40  AbttAin  Am  eimnn. 

II. 

tTlA  bein  oigneAcc  ceinu  pnpeAn,  A'f  oigneAcc  A  'o-cuA'6, 
T)o  $AC  ci|\  A'f  5^c  ceAllAc  fnAp  fgiAtriAC  A'-p  piuAX), 

niA'-p  toe  An  ]?eAti  Y  ^^  bein  ArhfiAp  leip  CAin  ! 
A  jAifSi'oiS  n<^  ti-1bipe,  if  lonAtin  A|\  f^i§e, 
1p  bi-oeA-o  -pe  ^ATI  leAC,  no  "oeop  cAomue  'nnA  Itn-oe 
tei'oeA'o  -peiueAT)  Ain  bA-p  Ain  bic  but)  cl/uuAi^e  t)6 
'HA  beiu  Ai|i  tnrhi|i  nA  m-btiA'OAc  AI^  utnom   YA  n-^l-eo, 
nA  h-€hpeAnn  Y  c]iAob-otA  nA  SpAinn'. 

III. 

tli  T)6ninAiUl,  'c^ei^  ci|A  §lAf  nA  m-beAnn, 
Ann  An  h-oi1eA*6  bti]i  n-6i^e  Y  ^^  nAib  te  -jTAgAit  Ann 

An  •oi'oeAn  Y  Ari  T^fS^'  '00  fu'A1^  T1^  A  g-ciAn : 
5tii'6i>6  An  teup  A  bi  tApcA  le  bun  fAon-^Aou,  beic  beo 
Ann  Cijvmn,  50  poilpeAc  ^An  cojAnugA'C),  ^An  ceo; 
'S  nA  co^bAi-oe  Ain  cnic  SAcpAn  beic  50  mAlt  AY  50  -pAnn 
jAjAAin^  PA  ^-coTTifiAc  n-AgAi'o  nAtiiAix)  A  tAnn 
-pon  c]iAob-olA  SpAinneAC  AY  blAc  GineAnn  nA 

IV. 

t)Ai1  t)e  Ain  An  cion-pcnAt> !  ni  cbfpi-6  50  x>eo, 

'PAX>  Y  triAinpeA-p  Aon  IAOC,  'nn  A  b-^ptnt  cin-cumAnn  beo, 

t,e  beic  copAinc  nA  ^-ceAfiu,  X)'A  b-ptnt  Ai^e  ctAon : 
beit>  ^ioin  AI^  pon-foi'LpijgAX)  nA  h-Aic1,  b-p-tnl  'nnA 
HA  ttiAinafii'oe  cine,  ^15  An  bnif  bnon  A  z;-cnoit)e, 
A  b-fAt)  6  cop  clAX)Aine,  no  cttAill  -piiAnAig,  t)Aoin, 

'A  b-]?Aine  Y  ^  ^-CUTTI^AC  AI^  nA  h-oi^-gAeui 

'n  5-cnAob-olA  SpAinneAc  '^up  -peAmno^  nA 
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II. 

If  the  fame  of  our  fathers,  bequeath'd  with  their  rights, 
Give  to  country  its  charm,  and  to  home  its  delights, 

If  deceit  be  a  wound,  and  suspicion  a  stain, 
Then,  ye  men  of  Iberia,  our  cause  is  the  same, 
And  oh !  may  his  tomb  want  a  tear  and  a  name, 
Who  would  ask  for  a  nobler,  a  holier  death, 
Than  to  turn  his  last  sigh  into  victory's  breath, 

For  the  Shamrock  of  Erin  and  Olive  of  Spain  1 

III. 

Ye  Blakes  and  O'Donnels,  whose  fathers  resigned 

The  green  hills  of  their  youth,  among  strangers  to  find 

That  repose  which,  at  home,  they  had  sighed  for  in  vain, 
Join,  join  in  our  hope  that  the  ilame  which  you  light 
May  be  felt  yet  in  Erin,  as  calm  and  as  bright, 
And  forgive  even  Albion  while  blushing  she  draws, 
Like  a  truant,  her  sword,  in  the  long-slighted  cause 

Of  the  Shamrock  of  Erin  and  Olive  of  Spain! 

IV. 

God  prosper  the  cause  ! — oh,  it  cannot  but  thrive, 
While  the  pulse  of  one  patriot  heart  is  alive, 

Its  devotion  to  feel,  and  its  rights  to  maintain. 
Then,  how  sainted  by  sorrow  its  martyrs  will  die ! 
The  finger  of  Glory  shall  point  where  they  lie ; 
While,  far  from  the  footstep  of  coward  or  slave, 
The  young  spirit  of  Freedom  shall  shelter  their  grave 

Beneath  Shamrocks  of  Erin  and  Olives  of  Spain ! 
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in<\n  An  nAorh-ueme  LASUA  A 


—  £4  rne    ino 


J. 


AH  HAorh-teme  IA^CA  A  ^- 
SAH  rrmcA-6  qie  bliA-oAnuA  x>e  -ooineAnn 

An   cpoi-oe,  bmeAf  tA|i  poncA  5eii|V,  uji  mA|v  AH   c-eit)eAn 
'S  nAC  5-corhntiigeAiin  'nA  -61^15  pn  A1|1,  -ptngeAlt  bpom,  no 
6ipnn  !   O   6i|\mn  !  map  fu-o  CA  50  m6|i 
*Oo       ioAAt)  AI     b'eA'6  u      x)til:>An  HA 


II. 

UA  HA  p^AccA  "o  'eif  ctAonAt)  6  A]vo  6]\ioc  A  ]Aeim', 
A^ju-p  rieuluA  HA  h-oi^oce  AI^  UGACC  A1|A  A  ^-cAil, 

UA  €hf\e  IDAJI  §pAn   mAi'orie  AI^  ei|n§e  A  ^-ceim 

'S   ni  beit)  AOH  u  ^plArn  ^'A  ^eu^-bpttix)  50  ^Aipx)  le 
€h|Ainn  !   O   Gipnn  !  CA  te  ^Ao^AluAib  fAoi  f^AU, 
TluAif\  eutocA'p  A  5-c1iu--pAin,  bem  *oo  cAiuneim  ]?AOI 


III. 


AH  ble  -peAi!)  ^eiiiipix)  'n  A  co-olAt)  -pA  ^-cyie, 
AH  meAUAt)  le  bAifleAc,  5  AH  tDijfAcc  te  pon, 
Apf  te  ^Aeob  AH  eA^|AAig, 

6    UGA^An    HA   1l-A|At)-§peiHe  pYf^At)    Af    t)10H. 
!    O    6l]A1HH  !    CA  VO   geirhtteAt)    ^?A01    fUAH. 

'S  AH  x)6i§,  A  tfiAin  beo  cpou,  beix>  blACAitiAiL  50  biiAH. 
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LIKE  THE   BEIGHT  LAMP  THAT  SHONE. 

AIR — Tha  ma  ma  colla. 
L 

Like  the  bright  lamp  that  shone  in  Kildare's  holy  fane, 
And  burn'd  through  long  ages  of  darkness  and  storm, 

Is  the  heart  that  sorrows  have  frown'd  on  in  vain, 
Whose  spirit  outlives  them,  unfading  and  warm. 

Erin !  O  Erin !  thus  bright  through  the  tears 

Of  a  long  night  of  bondage  thy  spirit  appears. 

II. 

The  nations  have  fallen,  and  thou  still  art  young ; 

Thy  sun  is  but  rising,  when  others  are  set  : 
And  tho'  slavery's  cloud  o'er  thy  morning  hath  hung, 

The  full  noon  of  freedom  shall  beam  round  thee  yet. 
Erin  !  O  Erin !   tho'  long  in  the  shade, 
Thy  star  will  shine  out  when  the  proudest  shall  fade. 


III. 


Unchill'd  by  the  rain,  and  unwak'd  by  the  wind, 
The  lily  lies  sleeping  thro'  winter's  cold  hour, 

Till  Spring's  light  touch  her  fetters  unbind, 

And  daylight  and  liberty  bless  the  young  flower. 

Thus  Erin  !    0  Erin !  thy  winter  is  past, 

And  the  hope  that  liv'd  through  it  shall  blossom  at  last. 
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1:015  Am  An  b-pte. 


I. 

HA  colt;  Aip  An  b-pte,  niA  eubuigeAnn 

'n  A  rn-bi-oeAnn  fog-cbdon  AI^  fonoit)  J?AOI  A-p-o-cuA-o  50 

Thon  CAIJI  bi  *6oi§  pnppi  Y  be  UAm  '^u-p  be  CJIA 

^o  ctucAitmil,  *oo  "oeAnirAt)  ^moifi  5^1^51  "6,  5  ATI 

An  cent),  CA  'noif  pnue  Ain  An  ^-ceoL-cjnuu  50 

T)o  f  eol-pA-6  A  5-0^01*66  An  nArhATO  AH  bAf-^AC  50  ueAnn  ; 

'S  An  ueAn^A,  nAc  pleAnn  ACC  mib-'pntiu  nA  ^-ctAon, 

btlX)    CUllueAC    1    A1^  b^OfOUgAT)    ^JAA'OA    Clfie    11A    b-^IAn  - 

II. 

1T)o  nuAin  "O'A  ci|A  Alum  !  UA  A  cAiuneim  'nn  A  ttn'oe, 
'S  An  cnoix)e  C^O-OA  bnifue,  nAn  b'  -j':eix)in  A  clAoi'oeA'6 
t)  eA^CAom  A  po-p-^tiocu  beiu  -pAttngue  6'n   U- 
]"  bA-p-b|Aeic  A  copAinu,  '-p  ni  b-|"uit  A  cumAnn 
UA  A  cbAn  ^An  Aon  ceAnnAp,  mA]A  n-T>eAn|:Ai>o  pA*o 
'S  mun  T)-c|AUAibbi5i'o  A  pnpeAn  AI^  lompo^AX)  be 
'S  An  upbb-peAn,  UA  AI^  bA-pA^  fbige  ceitne, 
HAC  ^lobuA^  6'n  ^-cAnn  e,  Ain  A  b-]?iiib 

III. 

HA  u6ig  Ain  An  b-pbe  A  beiu  AI^  pon-t>eAnAX)  ]AAnn, 
!S  An  c-obc,  nAc  n-t)An  beigeA^p,  'oo  •oibjAeA'o  be 
bi-oeA-6  Ai^e  ACC  beup  t)6cctnf,  if  bA-ppAi-6  50  beo 
A  ]\o^  cpe  bp\Ac  cuitiA  rnA-|A  An  gjviAn  cpe  ^bAm  ceo: 
TJeAnpAi-o  io-6bAi]ic  X)o  6i]Ainn  t)e  nA  beupAib,  A 
'^A  feobA'6  Aip  meAnb^bb  be  -pAnAt)  A  cbAon, 
'S  be  -obAoig  nA  5-c|\Aob  ^bA^p,  A  CA  pjce  A1|\  A  ceAnn 
ITlA]A  An  5|Aeu<5,  AI^  nni-pc  -oiogAbcAif,  -pAbocAit)  -pe  A 

IV. 

Ace  51-6  5iin  eAbtug  x>o  liiop-cemi,  niAtt  Aifbn^  nA  h-oit>ce 
bemix)  'o'Ainrn  '^A  buAX)  AI^  An  b-pbe  A  coiX)ce, 
An  C^A  if  -n-,6  -pUApCAf  Ain  A  Ai^ne  be  -peun, 

-pemmtn  50  1i-AiA-o-bmn  DO  beAccpom  \  t)o  beun  : 
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OH!    BLAME   NOT  THE    BARD. 

Am— Kitty  Tyrrell 
1. 

Oh !  blame  not  the  bard,  if  he  fly  to  the  bowers 

Where  Pleasure  lies  carelessly  smiling  at  Fame  : 
He  was  born  for  much  more,  and  in  happier  hours 

His  soul  might  have  burn'd  with  a  holier  flame ; 
The  string  that  now  languishes  loose  o'er  the  lyre, 

Might  have  bent  a  proud  bow  to  the  warrior's  dart ; 
And  the  lip  which  now  breathes  but  the  song  of  desire, 

Might  have  pour'd  the  full  tide  of  a  patriot's  heart. 

II. 

But  alas  !  for  his  country  ! — her  pride  has  gone  by, 

And  that  spirit  is  broken,  which  never  would  bend ; 
O'er  the  ruin  her  children  in  secret  must  sigh, 

For  't  is  treason  to  love  her,  and  death  to  defend. 
Unpriz'd  are  her  sons  till  they  Ve  learn'd  to  betray  ; 

Undistinguish'd  they  live,  if  they  shame  not  their  sires  ; 
And  the  torch,  that  would  light  them  thro'  dignity's  way, 

Must  be  caught  from  the  pile  where  their  country  expires. 

III. 

Then  blame  not  the  bard,  if  in  pleasure's  soft  dream 

He  should  try  to  forget  what  he  never  can  heal ; 
Oh  !  give  but  a  hope — let  a  vista  but  gleam 

Through  the  gloom  of  his  country,  and  mark  how  he  '11  feel ! 
That  instant,  his  heart  at  her  shrine  would  lay  down, 

Every  passion  it  nurs'd,  every  bliss  it  ador'd, 
While  the  myrtle,  now  idly  entwin'd  with  his  crown, 

Like  the  wreath  of  Harmodius,  should  cover  his  sword. 

IV. 

But  tho'  glory  be  gone,  and  tho'  hope  fade  away, 

Thy  name,  loved  Erin,  shall  live  in  his  songs : 
Not  ev'n  in  the  hour,  when  his  heart  is  most  gay, 

Will  he  lose  the  remembrance  of  thee  and  thy  songs. 
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Clump -6  An  coi^ttigeAC  -oo  gAjicA-cjAoi-oe  pop', 
tlAcpAi-6  eA^cAom  t)o  clAijvpig  CA^  rntnn  A'p  CAJI  ci 
'S  TOO  uiAgnnAit),  Aig  ceAnnA'6  HA  flAtoyuvme  t)o  X)1 
Silp"6  t)eopA  HA  c^iiAige  le  reAnn  bjiifce  c|\oi'6e. 


rn<\oi. 

•ponn — tleig,  1i-6j! 

I. 

lion  *oo'n 
A  t)-cti5  An 
An   615  'oo  ceol  cug  t^ 

T)AC  'o-rAbj^AT)  coi"6ce 
'O  !  -junneAt)  cjionoe  mnA 
T)o  lATfiAit)  pli-6  5111  nn 
PAOI  liieAjiAil:)  neAc  t^An  x)Anfi 
Hi  bitJeAnn  -pe  leAu  co  bmn. 
AlA  lion  t)o'n   mnAoi,  etc. 


II. 


An  "Oei^pe,  AI 
"  D-ptnl  beAllAc  YceAc,  —  CIA  'oo?" 

'"O'    Afl    U-jAGIfe",    -plieA^AI]!    p. 

t)1  tonn-puig  An  z^lAine  An  c-'O|i, 
$An  ^ei-om  le  n  'ocAip  btnt>e, 
D1  peA]A|A  pAiceAX)  An   ^peAn  50  m6]\ 

'te    A    llAg-geAl    '^eAjAjAAT)    UjAI-6 

lion,  -oo'n  mnAoi,  etc. 
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The  stranger  shall  hear  thy  lament  on  his  plains  ; 

The  sigh  of  thy  harp  shall  be  sent  o'er  the  deep, 
Till  thy  masters  themselves,  as  they  rivet  thy  chains, 

Shall  pause  at  the  song  of  their  captive,  and  weep  ! 


DRINK   TO   HER. 

AIR — Heigh,  ho  ! 
I. 

Drink  to  her  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh, 
The  girl  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 
Oh !  woman's  heart  was  made 

For  minstrel  hands  alone, 
By  other  fingers  play'd, 

It  yields  not  half  the  tone. 
Then  here  's  to  her  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh, 
The  girl  who  gave  to  song, 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 

II. 

At  Beauty's  door  of  glass 

When  Wealth  and  Wit  once  stood, 
They  asked  her,  "Which  might  pass?" 

She  answer'd,  "  He,  who  could". 
With  golden  key  Wealth  thought 

To  pass — but 't  would  not  do : 
While  Wit  a  diamond  brought, 

Which  cut  his  bright  way  through. 
So  here  's  to  her  who  long 

Hath  waked  the  poet's  sigh, 
The  girl  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 
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III. 


An  5e<\n  'bi-oeAp  piop  A'   cnu, 

te  dgce  pAibpip  riioip, 
1p  pArhtnt  e  te  cntnfi 

T)At  pop  A  $-ctAipib   61  \\  ; 
Ace  pJAp  -oo  comntngeAp 

An  li)Ai|A-o  -iTieAf^  -peuUrA 
Ci  con  5)3  111  50  Ann  e  $eAn 

n'i  Ai|A  'peA'6  SeA^Lt 
lion  T>o'n  mnAoi,  etc. 


noim     ATI     co^ 

t^j-beAn  HA  Sije. 
I. 


An  'ooi-cnoi'oe,  A  CA  AI 
IDumn-ne  A  THA^IAC  bpuc  An  §teo; 

nA  ^]ieme,  bei'oeA]"  AI^ 
,  ]?Aon,  no  biiAX)AC,  beo  ; 

O!  ir  p0^  S11^  ^^  ^^  T11^? 

Deic  beo,  mA|A  Txxon-neAC,  ^An  Aon 
tllA-p  An  §]HAn  AI^  ctAonAt)  lAe, 
UeiT)eAnn  An  IAOC  cum  -puAin  '-p  An 

t,Afi  ciiom-golA  c^eAb  50  teo^i: 

'S  beAnnmgce  An  ce  A1]A  byitiAc  An 
tn-bi-oeAnn  ID'A  beot>At)An 

T)'A  foib-piujA-o  pop  ufie  ^leAnn  nA  n-t)eo]A: 
Ace  6  !  riAc  b|\eA§  *oo  uei'oix)  cum  f^ic, 
A  bi*6eAnn  Aip  ucc  nA  buA-oA  Vm  A  ttn-oe 

II. 

Op  cmn  nA  n-eibteo^,  ^eip  An  c<?u', 
ICACA  An  nAmAX)  bAn 


-oo   cmmnieAnn  A1|\  An 
Ann   A]\  emu  PAOI   neutl  A  §161^  bi  IAII  — 
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III. 

The  love  that  seeks  a  home 

Where  wealth  and  grandeur  shines, 
Is  like  the  gloomy  gnome 

That  dwells  in  dark  gold  mines. 
But  oh !  the  poet's  love 

Can  boast  a  brighter  sphere  ; 
Its  native  home  's  above, 

Tho1  woman  keeps  it  here. 
Then  drink  to  her  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh, 
The  girl  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 


BEFORE    THE    BATTLE. 

AIR—  The  Fairy  Queen. 

I. 
By  the  hope  within  us  springing, 

Herald  of  to-morrow's  strife ; 
By  that  sun,  whose  light  is  bringing 

Chains  or  freedom,  death  or  life — 
Oh !  remember  life  can  be 
No  charm  for  him  who  lives  not  free ! 

Like  the  day-star  in  the  wave 

Sinks  a  hero  in  his  grave, 
Midst  the  dew-fall  of  a  nation's  tears. 

Happy  is  he  o'er  whose  decline 

The  smiles  of  home  may  soothing  shine, 
And  light  him  down  the  steep  of  years — 

But  oh !  how  blest  they  sink  to  rest, 

Who  close  their  eyes  on  victory's  breast ! 

II. 

O'er  his  watch-fire's  fading  embers, 
Now  the  foeman's  cheek  turns  white, 

When  his  heart  that  field  remembers, 
Where  we  tam'd  his  tyrant  might  I 
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An  flAbjiA  -o'-pfSAt)  AT^f  5°  >oeo> 
*Oo  bjAifeAtriA-p,  nA  tei^i^e  '66 

A  AH  c-A-oApic  f\oim  oix>ce  415  blAOt>AC 
h-Ajvo  cum  b]ti-pce  Aip  ^AC  IAOC  — 

-ptJAj"  AH  CUAC  50  ceAtin  ; 
1-p  IOHTOA  neAC  Atioif  cjAetin,  |\oirh  omce, 
t)ei'6eA-p  euguA  Ai]i  ATI  ID--|:AIU  'rm  A 
'S  riAc  n->oti-p5f?Ai'6  ^AI^  nA  buAToe 

Ace  6!  HAG  beAnnuigue  bA-p  An  tti<vm, 
A  uei-oeAf  te  550!,  An  u-fAO^Ait  cum 


An  tn-btiAT)Ati5   stAtn  nA  1i-oit)ce. 

•JTonn  —  T)'  ucu 
I. 


Utnu  Ain  An  m-buA'OAns  T^m  ^^  li-oi-oce, 

A^uf  'o'-poi'lpg  cemceAc  bA-p  nA  m-bednn, 
'nn  A  |iAib  IAOCJAA  c-petin'  -p  An   A-p  'nnA 

'S  An  f  An  t)iob  beo,  neAth-eA^lAC,  -pAnn  ! 
nAc  bocc  An  f^etit,  CUAJ\  b-pifue  cpoixje! 

SA]A-t)6i§  ^Aip^iibeAc  beic  -pAoi  tAn  — 
T)'eif  cAitl,  A'f  CJAGAC  ^AC  tnle  ni-6 

Ace  beAUA  AthAin  A'-p  ctiu  '-p  An  AJI. 

II. 

Out)  1-fiAlt  Y  but)  c-pom  bi  ceAcu  An  c-pA, 
A  X)'-pAin  nA  ppi  te  n-nni-oe  cpiUAit), 

5°  Voit/peocAX>  onfiuA  A|Ai-p  An  IA, 

'nn  A  b-^uigpeA'o  50  cmue  bAp  no  btiAi-o 

UA  -pAo^At,  nAc  m-bit)eAnn  An  -poipne  t)Aon, 
nAc  5-cleAccAnn  5eii]A-ftAc  cigeAnnA 
A  f  beA|inA  An  bAp  cum  An  c-fAogAil  u-o 
trio  cpUAige  -oo  'n  ^lAbAit)e  beo  JTAOI  leun. 
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Never  let  him  bind  again 

A  chain,  like  that  we  broke  from  then. 

Hark !  the  horn  of  combat  calls — 

Ere  the  golden  evening  falls, 
May  we  pledge  that  horn  in  triumph  round  ! 

Many  a  heart  that  now  beats  high, 

In  slumber  cold  at  night  shall  lie, 
Nor  waken  even  at  victory's  sound — 

But  oh  !  how  blest  that  hero's  sleep, 

O'er  whom  a  wond 'ring  world  shall  weep  ! 


AFTER  THE   BATTLE. 

AIR — Thy  Fair  Bosom. 

I. 

Night  clos'd  around  the  conqueror's  way, 

And  lightnings  show'd  the  distant  hill, 
Where  those  who  lost  that  dreadful  day 

Stood  few  and  faint,  but  fearless  still ! 
The  soldier's  hope,  the  patriot's  zeal, 

For  ever  dimm'd,  for  ever  crost — 
Oh !  who  shall  say  what  heroes  feel, 

When  all  but  life  and  honour  's  lost  ? 


II. 


The  last  sad  hour  of  freedom's  dream, 

And  valour's  task,  mov'd  slowly  by, 
While  mute  they  watch'd  till  morning's  beam 

Should  rise  and  give  them  light  to  die. 
There  's  yet  a  world  where  souls  are  free, 

Where  tyrants  taint  not  nature's  bliss  ; 
If  death  that  world's  bright  opening  be, 

Oh  !  who  would  live  a  slave  in  this  ? 
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urn  SAogAt  cmiAit),  CAITI 

£or>n—  "bjuiACA  ti 
I. 


fA'O-flllbAlt    Cfll    pAOjgAt    CjUIAIt)    CAffl, 

cAitt'  Afi  5-CAiproe,  ceirne  '-p 
1^  Ait  ttnn  ceol,  le  '-p  eifu  \&r\  Am, 
K,Aib  ]?6f  5  AC  rn-o  f?A  -pniiA'6  'f  FA 
O!  riAC  ^AiluAiriAit  -pUAim  ^AC  jAinn, 
t)ufAcu  -pmtJAinue,  ctiAit)  -pAoi   CATTI 
'S  AI^  LA^AX)  te  n-A  ^Aecib  binn' 
A  ftubb 


II. 


AI^  CGACC  cfii  f?AfAC 
'Tl    oip  6  6|\icib  5|\iAmtiA|A'  ueo, 
AH  ceot,  t>o  ctump'oe, 
ceA^A-p  A^Ainn,  -peun  A 
tAt  beic  cpion  'nnA 
t)it)eArin  A  bAtxyo  beo  Ai]i  An  ^AOC  50 
1TlA]A  fux),  XD'ei]"  eu^,  x>o'n  u-pAn-pA 
A  tAif'  A-pi-p  Ai^\  ^Aeuib  ceoit. 


III. 

ceoil  CA 
'S  An  ueAn^A  if  utntcige  -po-p 


tli'l  ACC  t)|Aoi'6eAcc  ceotrhApi  |iAnn 

-p  -pmiiAince  A'-p  -ptun  An  cf\oit>e. 
-poctA  cAiimif  t)e  gt 

Of    1AX)    b]A1ACA|lA    An 

Hit  ACU  gAece  ceotcA  X)An, 

ciunAp  po|A  ^An  -peAtl, 
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ON  MUSIC. 

AIR — The  Banks  of  Banna. 

I. 

When  thro'  life  unblest  we  rove, 

Losing  all  that  made  life  dear, 
Should  some  notes  we  us'd  to  Jove 

In  days  of  boyhood,  meet  our  ear, 
Oh !  how  welcome  breathes  the  strain  ! 

Wakening  thoughts  that  long  have  slept, 
Kindling  former  smiles  again, 

In  faded  eyes  that  long  have  wept. 

II. 

Like  the  gale  that  sighs  along 

Beds  of  oriental  flowers, 
Is  the  grateful  breath  of  song 

That  once  was  heard  in  happier  hours. 
Fill'd  with  balm,  the  gale  sighs  on, 

Though  the  flowers  have  sunk  in  death ; 
So,  when  pleasure's  dream  is  gone, 

Its  memory  lives  in  Music's  breath. 

III. 

Music !  oh !  how  faint,  how  weak, 

Language  fades  before  thy  spell ! 
Why  should  Feeling  ever  speak, 

When  thou  canst  breathe  her  soul  so  well  ? 
Friendship's  balmy  words  may  feign ; 

Love's  are  ev'n  more  false  than  they ; 
Oh  !  't  is  only  Music's  strain 

Can  sweetly  soothe,  and  not  betray ! 
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ni  Leis  tiA  >oeotiAib,  t)o  situeAn  SA  uruv. 

1ponn—  HA  f6  pijiti. 


I1  1    leif   nA   -oeonAib,   tjo   pIceAn   fA 
-d   pnueAn    e   A   ^-cpe   nA   "h-UAirfie, 
UAifbeAncAji   ceA|-   A^tif   UGA^A^   A]i 
Ho    t)OirhneA|"   'ooyicA   AJA    ^-ctirfiA: 
Ace  te  'oeo'pAib  AI^  ueAcc  50  |^o|\-<ppAf  o'n 
foil/pgceAfi  511^  biiAn   A|V  -pmtiAince 

An  m-bAf,  A  -pcAp  t)ubAn  Ai]i  AoibneA-p  AJA  m-bic, 
iriA|\ 


II. 


A  beAUA  ^tAf  Ann  An 
A  bA-p,  mAn  if  x)t>At,  '5  A  cAomeAt), 
A  beupA  mA|\  tocnAnn  f^eiu  fotuif  Ain  A|\ 
f  An  'o-uoit  cum  T^AC  mAiceA-pA  AI 
An  •oeAg-bA'LA'6  cAicneAifiAc,  beineA-p  An 
T)o'n  uin,  A  m-bToeAn   TlAorfi  Ann  pnce, 
ni)  A  CAilnDeACu  Ann   An  ^-cmrhne  ^AC  IA  x>'An 
'S  An  ^-cnoitje  le  n-A  lorhAig,  UonuA. 


's  unom  stAtn 


I. 


c|tom  flAm  Ap  m-btiA-oAnuA,  ni  Ai|Ae6cAm'  An  111-6  e, 
bei-6  A|\  n-jAiiA^eA-p  qtf  -oeojAA  rnAji  §AC  ^neme  A  pon, 
riio|i  c^tituigeAT)  pArh  cjAoit>ce,  mA|\  m-bemeAt)  c^iiAf  AI^ 

but)  CGA^AJAAI  je  ctAon  ! 
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IT  IS  NOT  THE  TEAR  AT  THIS  MOMENT  SHED. 

AIR— The  Sixpence, 
I. 

It  is  not  the  tear  at  this  moment  shed, 

When  the  cold  turf  has  just  been  laid  o'er  him, 
That  can  tell  how  beloved  was  the  friend  that  's  fled, 

Or  how  deep  in  our  hearts  we  deplore  him. 
'T  is  the  tear,  thro1  many  a  long  day  wept, 

'T  is  life's  whole  path  o'ershaded ; 
T  is  the  one  remembrance,  fondly  kept, 

When  all  lighter  griefs  have  faded. 

II. 

Thus  his  memory,  like  some  holy  light, 

Kept  alive  in  our  hearts,  will  improve  them, 
For  worth  shall  look  fairer,  and  truth  more  bright, 

When  we  think  how  he  liv'd  but  to  love  them. 
And,  as  fresher  flowers  the  sod  perfume 

Where  buried  saints  are  lying, 
So  our  hearts  shall  borrow  a  sweet'ning  bloom 

From  the  image  he  left  there  in  dying. 

THE  PRINCE'S  DAY. 

AIR — Saint  Patrick's  Day. 

I. 

Tho'  dark  are  our  sorrows,  to-day  we  '11  forget  them, 

And  smile  through  our  tears,  like  a  sunbeam  in  showers, 

There  never  were  hearts,  if  our  rulers  would  let  them, 
More  formed  to  be  grateful  and  blest  than  ours. 
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Ace,   fApiAon!  -pA  UJAA, 
A  n-upitngeAnn   An 

f  A|,AC  nA  -plAbjAAi'oe,  A  cjAA-6  finn  50  ceAnn  ; 
bi-oeAnn  415  fA 
tub  eile   A1|A  AJA 

UA  Af\  fUAficAf,  mA-p  foUif  Ai£  mol-cmn   nA  qAtnnne, 
S^Ait  toc-pAinn   tA-p  t)t3l:)Aiii,  -jio  geAt  1e  beiu  biiAn, 
'S  t)A  m-b'e  AH   eibleo^  'oeigionAc  AIJA  LA  fo  TIA  Unnne, 
t:)  -peile  nAoirh  pAcpitnc   e  Af  A 


II. 


ttlo  5jiAine  Aifi  t)o 

^•o  ^A-p^  te  t)'  nAiriAit),  te  *o'  cAyiAit)   UAI|A 
'S  m't  ti]i|AAm   co  cAiuneArhAc  t)o  neAC  Ai-p  biu  ivi^Arh 
Le  cumAnn   6'n  ^-cuoi-oe,  te  Afi  Ail  A  beic  f 
UJAA  bei-oeAt)  tucu  ftAiDUA  x>o   cl/m 
1-p  t)o  ceipu,  CA  tei-p  "ottiu, 
1TlA]A  clA'OAi|\i'6  A1^  ceiueA'6   6  bo|\b-ueA-p  An 
bei-oeAX)  t)o  giAf-bpAc  6'n   ^-cpAnn 
-Afro  -p^Aoilue  50  ceAnn. 

mo  X)e<yp-tArh  !  "OA  n-^tAO'opAi'oe   Anoif  t\\   cum  CAUA, 
T)o  u]iAoc]?A>6  An  feA-p^  Ann   *oo   c-poToe  fcig  50   beo  ; 
bei'oeA'o   bop^  ^i$e   G-ipeAnn    50   upiom   Ain  T)o   rhA^Aib, 
ipc  nA  nAtTi  A'|^  '5  A  pneAt)  A  5~c]i6 

III. 

-pe  A  ^tA-p-cin  te  ^eAn,  CA  mAn  IGACUA 
50  t)oimin   A  5-c|AOi'6cib,   -piiAin   cA-p^Aipu   '-p  cnA-6; 
'S  bem  A  coingiolt  '-p  A   cumAnn   -pAoi   cAoimueAcc  coin 
'S  ben!)  AoibneA-p  6ipeAnn  50  -poill  -pA  blAU 
A  ^-cioc-peoi'oe  C^UATO 

pon-btnlti>6  btiAi-6, 

Ace  ni  ciitiAittigeAnn  An  tAnnAi-p,  CA  -pog  IA^CA  beo; 
*Oo'n   ctoic  t/ei-     A 


ein  An 

locpAnn  :  ip,   Cipimn,  51-6  bppce   -pAoi 
UA  ueiU'-pptAnc  uAob  fcig  t)iou,  nAc   mucpA-p  50   'oeo, 
beo-otngeAf  ^AC  bAtt,  CAbAipc  -06,  luc  A'-p  eAccA 
'S  beip  Ai]\  yeite  tlAoirh  pAcpiuic  X)viinn  5Ainx)eA^  A'-p  -poj. 
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But  just  when  the  chain 
Has  ceas'd  to  pain, 

And  hope  has  enwreath'd  it  round  with  flowers, 
There  comes  a  new  link 
Our  spirits  to  sink — 
Oh !  the  joy  that  we  taste,  like  the  light  of  the  poles, 

Is  a  flash  amid  darkness,  too  brilliant  to  stay : 

But,  though  't  were  the  last  little  spark  in  our  souls, 

We  must  light  it  up  now,  on  our  Prince's  Day, 

II. 

Contempt  on  the  minion  who  calls  you  disloyal ! 

Tho'  fierce  to  your  foe,  to  your  friends  you  are  true ; 
And  the  tribute  most  high  to  a  head  that  is  royal, 
Is  love  from  a  heart  that  loves  liberty  too. 
While  cowards  who  blight 
Your  fame,  your  right, 

Would  shrink  from  the  blaze  of  the  battle  array, 
The  standard  of  Green 
In  front  would  be  seen — 

Oh !  my  life  on  your  faith !  were  you  summon'd  this  minute, 
You  'd  cast  every  bitter  remembrance  away, 
And  show  what  the  arm  of  old  Erin  has  in  it, 
When  roused  by  the  foe,  on  her  Prince's  Cay. 

III. 

He  loves  the  Green  Isle,  and  his  love  is  recorded 

In  hearts  which  have  suffer'd  too  much  to  forget ; 
And  hope  shall  be  crown'd,  and  attachment  rewarded, 
And  Erin's  gay  jubilee  shine  out  yet. 
The  gem  may  be  broke 
By  many  a  stroke 

But  nothing  can  cloud  its  native  ray. 
Each  fragment  will  cast 
A  light  to  the  last, — 
And  thus,  Erin,  my  country,  tho'  broken  thou  art, 

There  's  a  lustre  within  thee  that  ne'er  will  decay ; 
A  spirit  which  beams  through  each  suffering  part, 
And  now  smiles  at  all  pain  on  the  Prince's  Day. 
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AAtt  An  t)f\6iti. 
I. 


,  gtubt)  t>e6nA  A 
t)  bun  n-Atn  cAnc  rnAn  ceo  ; 
UA  bun  rn-bAilt  $An  ttjc  6  ctnbfiij  n 

'S  m  bei-6  toujA  b-py\  nio-p  rno  ! 
totm  x)ioitiAOin  5^1^56  IAOCJIA  ceAnn 
1311*6  •oiorhAom  cotriAipte  ciAttrhA|A 
'S  ^AC  Aic  "O'A  mticuAfi  fAoiiA-pe  Ann, 
Tli  l/A-pAnn  Apf  A  coit)ce. 


II. 

511  ib*  :  50  -pill  t)o  -o 

1/e  ^uAipAib  Inn'pe  ^Ail 
'S  Aifl  iomAt)  eACC  t)o  foiU/peoc<yp 

"CA  Anoi]"  ]?AOI  -p 
'S  AI^  pub  At  t)oib  cip,  "oo  ^ 

"b-^tut  An  c-o-pc  Y  An  cpAill  'fA 
CIA  An  t)6i5,  le  lon^nAT)  pA^jiocA'p,  t,An, 

t)-]?tiAin  'oiogA  Aip  f^Aiu,  fiiArh  bttAi*6? 


III. 

"  1]"  cmeAitiAin  6|itiAi'6  (bei'oi'o  '5  A  1tiAt>), 

1lmne  0150  bun  n-impf  A  *6eAtb: 
'S  nuAin  bi  bun  nAth  t)tuc,  ceAnn  A  b-j?uAu, 
Hi  on  §tAc  5^*6  onAib  -peAtb: 

g  cnoit)ce  bu-6  -QUA!,  beic 

^A'o  *Oe  nA  m-beAnnAcc, 
'S  Ain  cilt,  *oo  cAuuig  nomn  ]?A  teiu, 
IDo  CAO-p^  noinn  eite 
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WEEP  ON,  WEEP  ON. 

AIR — The,  Song  of  Sorrow. 
I. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  your  hour  is  past ; 

Your  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er : 
The  fatal  chain  is  round  you  cast, 

And  you  are  men  no  more. 
In  vain  the  hero's  heart  hath  bled ; 

The  sage's  tongue  hath  warn'd  in  vain  : — 
O  Freedom  !  once  thy  flame  hath  fled, 

It  never  lights  again. 

II. 

Weep  on  :  perhaps  in  after  days 

They  11  learn  to  love  your  name  : 
When  many  a  deed  may  wake  in  praise 

That  long  hath  slept  in  blame. 
And  when  they  tread  the  ruin'd  aisle 

Where  rest,  at  length,  both  lord  and  slave, 
They  11  wondering  ask  how  hands  so  vile 

Could  conquer  hearts  so  brave  ? 

III. 

"  'T  was  fate",  they  11  say,  "  a  wayward  fate, 

Your  web  of  discord  wove  ; 
And  while  your  tyrants  joined  in  hate, 

You  never  joined  in  love. 
But  hearts  fell  off  that  ought  to  twine, 

And  man  profan'd  what  God  had  given, 
Till  some  were  heard  to  curse  the  shrine 

Where  others  knelt  to  heaven  ". 


CO 


AtoftAin   Am  eiturm. 


An  c 


I. 


t;utt  -puipt)  •oo  comnuig  fA  'n  coinn, 
*po  bi  Annf  An  $-cttUin  fo  'noif  t)tnp5irn  50  bmn, 
t)i'6eA'6  Aig  etito^At)  o'  n  ThuifA  ^eAl  le  linn  ueAcc  HA  ti-oix)ce, 
Cum  nA  c^Aige  AI^  O^IAC  Ai]i  A  |\Aib  AICI  5HA01. 


II. 


-Ace  but)  *oirhAoin  A  cti|\Ain,  OIJA  t) 
^15  cornA-o  Ann  A  -oeo^Ail:)  A  fol 
5^|\  "oeA-pc  neAtfi  te  c^ttAi^e  Ai|i 
*Oi  t)eAnAX>  'nnA 


i  ^AC  oi*6ce, 
c,  buix)e; 
nA  'o-uonn, 


III. 


but)  t>eAf  -pof  A  h-ucc,  Af  A1]A  '5|\UAit>  -pnot)  "oo 
'S  triAi-pe  c^iltfeAc  nA  mAf\A,  A1|\  A  cum  CAJIC  t)o 
A  ^otu  ptc  nA  n-*oeott  te  |\Aib  cAiyleAc  o  'n 
A  nuAf  A1|\  An  ^-ctAn,  xjeAnAt)  ceux>'  nA  m-bmn-^uu. 


IV. 


Ann  AonfeAcc  50 
puAim  meA^c<\  cumAom 
50  n-*oeA|\ni-p  t)  'A  n-t) 
Ceot  ^eAncttAC,  1-p  mo 


on 

cum  A 

)  6  ceile  t)A  -pomn 
x>uic;  —     me  A    - 


An 


c,  bmn. 
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THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  HARP. 

AIR — Gage  Fane. 
I. 

'T  is  believed  that  this  Harp,  which  I  wake  now  for  thee, 
Was  a  Siren  of  old,  who  sung  under  the  sea, 
And  who  often,  at  eve,  thro'  the  bright  waters  rov'd, 
To  meet  on  the  green  shore  a  youth  whom  she  lov'd. 

II. 

But  she  lov'd  him  in  vain,  for  he  left  her  to  weep, 
And  in  tears,  all  the  night,  her  gold  tresses  to  steep, 
Till  Heaven  look'd  with  pity  on  true  love  so  warm, 
And  chang'd  to  this  soft  Harp  the  sea-maiden's  form. 

III. 

Still  her  bosom  rose  fair — still  her  cheeks  smil'd  the  same — 
While  the  sea-beauties  gracefully  form'd  the  light  frame ; 
And  her  hair,  as,  let  loose,  o'er  her  light  form  it  fell, 
Was  chang'd  to  bright  chords,  uttering  melody's  spell. 

IV. 

Hence  it  came,  that  this  soft  Harp  so  long  hath  been  known 

To  mingle  love's  language  with  sorrow's  sad  tone ; 

Till  thou  didst  divide  them  and  teach  the  fond  lay 

To  speak  love  when  I  'm  near  thee,  and  grief  when  away ! 
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n-steArm  AH  "outo-tocA  's  te  ri-A 


I. 


A  n-^teAnn  An 

'tl  Aic  nA|A  feirm  ^uifeog  -po^  A 

-difi  bA]i  A]At)  Aitte,  o|"  cionn  An  ctiAin, 

CUATO  riAorn  CAOirhgein  65  cum  -ptiAin. 

"  An  toeAn,  CA  A1|\  mo  uoin,  ni  b-'p 

"  An  Aic  f  o,  m-bei-6  me,  -peAfo'  mo 

fA^Aon  !  if  beA^  t)o  ctn^  f  A  cnA 

Se  ctuAin  A'^  cteA|"A  meAlluoc'  mnA. 


II. 


Si  CAIC  65,  nA  n 

A  ctii|i  Ain  ceiceA'6,  e,  '-p  cum 

but)  buAn  A  ^fAAT).  '-p  nio-p  coin  tei  e, 

A  beiu  'nnA  ceite  AI^  ^lotlA  *O6. 

CIA  Ain  biu  AIC  A|\  gluAi-p  An  nAorh, 

Ctum  fe  A  coi^pcenn  te  n-A  UAob  ; 

-poi-p  no  pAn,  "oe  16,  no 
!)  A  -puit  1ei]p  Ann-pA 

III. 


nA  cnei^e  Anoif  'nn  A  1inx)e, 
-pe  cum  ^UAimni]p  A'|^  cum  f^ic. 
-pmuAineA-o  Ain  neAm,  ^An  cA-p,  ^AH  cnA-6 
PA  beic  6  CACU^AX)  mnA  f  AOI  fgAC. 
Ace  nil,  Aon  cttht),  no  ct 
O  §Aecib  mnA,  UA  ceAnAmAii, 
PAX)  CA  'nn  A  co-otAt)  -peuc 
ptu  nA  n-*oeon  le 
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BY  THAT  LAKE  WHOSE  GLOOMY  SHORE. 

AIR — The  brown  Irish  girl. 

I. 

By  that  lake,  whose  gloomy  shore 
Sky-lark  never  warbles  o'er, 
Where  the  cliff  hangs  high  and  steep, 
Young  Saint  Kevin  stole  to  sleep. 
"Here  at  least",  he  calmly  said, 
"  Woman  ne'er  shall  find  my  bed". 
Ah !  the  good  Saint  little  knew 
What  the  wily  sex  can  do. 

II. 

T  was  from  Kathleen's  eyes  he  flew, — 
Eyes  of  most  unholy  blue  ! 
She  had  lov'd  him  well  and  long, 
Wish'd  him  hers,  nor  thought  it  wrong, 
Wheresoe'er  the  Saint  would  fly, 
Still  he  heard  her  light  foot  nigh  ; 
East  or  west,  where'er  he  turn'd, 
Still  her  eyes  before  him  burn'd. 

III. 

On  the  bold  cliff's  bosom  cast, 
Tranquil  now  he  sleeps  at  last ; 
Dreams  of  Heav'n,  nor  thinks  that  e'er 
Woman's  smile  can  haunt  him  there. 
But  nor  earth  nor  heav'n  is  free 
From  her  power,  if  fond  she  be. 
Even  now,  while  calm  he  sleeps, 
Kathleen  o'er  him  leans  and  weeps. 
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IV. 


£AH  6A5U  5A-6A  CJAI  cneA5A  50115 
50  ciiAf  n<\  h-Ai1Ae  leAn  p  A 
1-p  VmAif\  t)O  t)eAt/pui5  bAn  An 
*O'  f-oit/pig  ^561™  A  -oneAc  'f  A 
1f  cjittAi'6  An   cjAoi'De,  A  CA  AI^  riA  nAonti  ; 
t>'eif  A  "h-AiniugAt)  te  H-A  cAob, 
teirn  50  -oei^eAC  6  n-A  fAtii. 
)  i,  fA  c--pnAtfi.    . 


V. 


-A  lAyi  T)O  bnne,  A 
Utnu  CAIU  te  ^UypAt)  ATI  IAO  50  rnoc. 
T)o  rhAO'OATn  50  rnAtt  e  cfiUAi^e  t)o  'n  rhriAoi, 
A  "o'eu^  c|ie  ^AX)  '-p 
U]iA  5111*6  t>'A  h-AriAtn 
*Oo  ctoifeAt)  ceot  AI-JI  fAt)  AH 
Ue  A  |\Aib  riA  cnoic  '-p  HA  ^leAriuA  binn, 
A  X)'eiAi     A  CAie     eAt  6'ti  uttmn. 


utnu  t^nn  tonnruxc  eme-dnn. 


I. 

Utnu  tAtin  tonri^Ac  djieArin  te  btnltToe  IUAUA, 

Ai|i  AH  ce,  b]AAiu  cUvrm  tli-pnig  A'-p  b|\if  ^eAttAt)  AH 
'S  HI  tiA  bfiAon  5O1]AC  5otA,  A  -pAlcAt)  6'n  b-'jreA'L'L  "oul:) 

'TlA    'p^A'ptJ'pA'p    A1fl    A    ctoitJeATTI    6    -pjAtlC    folxA    A    C]AO1'6e. 


II. 

AH    'OeAf\5--ptAin,    bl    Of    C10HH    tAHH-t)tlb 

bi  u-pi  IAOCHA  UlAit)  A  leAbA  -polA  -JTAOI  f  UAH  : 
HA  cfietm-connA  CAUA  AI^  bo^A-o  '-p  AI^  IIOHA-O 
feot  HA  5^1^51-615  50  btiAt)AC,  \  50  qteifArhAit  cum   CUAIH 
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IV. 

Fearless  she  had  track'd  his  feet 
To  this  rocky,  wild  retreat ; 
And,  when  morning  met  his  view, 
Her  mild  glances  met  it  too. 
Ah !  your  Saints  have  cruel  hearts  ! 
Sternly  from  his  bed  he  starts, 
And,  with  rude,  repulsive  shock, 
Hurl'd  her  from  the  beetling  rock. 

V. 

Glendalough !  thy  gloomy  wave 
Soon  was  gentle  Kathleen's  grave  ! 
Soon  the  Saint  (yet  ah !  too  late) 
Felt  her  love,  and  mourn'd  her  fate. 
When  he  said,  "  Heav'n  rest  her  soul !" 
Round  the  Lake  light  music  stole ; 
And  her  ghost  was  seen  to  glide, 
Smiling,  o'er  the  fatal  tide ! 


AVENGING  AND  BRIGHT. 

AIR —  Crochan  of  the  Irish  Fenii  or  Militia. 

I. 

Avenging  and  bright  fall  the  swift  sword  of  Erin 
On  him  who  the  brave  sons  of  Usna  betray 'd — 

For  every  fond  eye  he  hath  waken'd  a  tear  in, 

A  drop  from  his  heart-wounds  shall  weep  o'er  her  blade. 

II. 

By  the  red  cloud  that  hung  over  Conor's  dark  dwelling, 
When  Ulad's  three  champions  lay  sleeping  in  gore — 

By  the  billows  of  war,  which  so  often,  high  swelling, 
Have  wafted  these  heroes  to  victory's  shore — 


AIR.  emirm. 


III. 


cumugA-o:  6  f 

)  An  615  $An  ceile,  bi'oeA'o  An  cnuc  ^An  ceol, 
An  ceAVUc  gAn  f  UAjicAf ,  \  5  An  f  Aou|AtigAt)  An 
50  ^-cA^ncAiA  u]Aom-x)io5AtuAf  AntiAf  Ai|i  A  ceAnn. 


IV. 


51-6  ^u-jA  cAicneArhAC  nA  t>eo|AA  t>o  pLceAn  le  t>Airh : 
"6  ^tin  AOibm  ^AC  ^eAn  w\\  tticc  cAivoAif  A' 
Le  *oi05AluAf  AijA  X)iAn-o]AC  ni  't  Aon  n-m  co 


A  An  SAO?; At   so 


—  'Oual  HA 


I. 


CA  An  -pAO^At  fo  tein-rheAf^uA  te  btiAToyieAt)  Y  te 

-A  -ptiAi^eAf  A  ceite  mA|A  uonnA  nA  f^Aig': 
'S  An  ftute,  Aig  pic  t)eo|A,  no  te  5Aipx)eACAf  beo, 
nA  comn,  £15  50  X)ub,  no  50  tonnfiAc  A1|\ 

JA  ^-cteAfA  ^15  UCACC  "o'eif  A-p  n-Anno  co 
^o  5-c1uinueA|v  An  ^Aine  noitti  unimu^At)  nA  fut; 
'S  ni  tuAice  t)o  plceAtt  An  bnAon  cntiAige  te  bnuc 

'HA  cttmAiteAnn  e,  cteice  nA  bAoife  Ain  pijbAt, 
Ace  pit)  ope:  ni  ^An^Ait)  Aon  btAf  Ain  An  c--pAo§At, 
Le  ceAnnAib  po-p-c-|AionnA,Y  te  cnoi'Dcib  po|A-beo, 

5-cnAnn,  bi'oeA-o  An  tA^-bnon  CA  te  ^AinxjeAf  A 
'S  An  ttunne  biteA-p  lomnneAc,  ^eAnn-fAogtAc  50  t)eo. 
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III. 

We  swear  to  revenge  them ! — no  joy  shall  be  tasted, 

The  harp  shall  be  silent,  the  maiden  unwed, 
Our  halls  shall  be  mute  and  our  fields  shall  lie  wasted, 

Till  vengeance  is  wreak'd  on  the  murderer's  head ! 


IV. 


Yes,  monarch  !  though  sweet  are  our  home  recollections, 
Though  sweet  are  the  tears  that  from  tenderness  fall ; 

Though  sweet  are  our  friendships,  our  hopes,  our  affections, 
Revenge  on  a  tyrant  is  sweetest  of  all ! 


THIS  LIFE   IS  ALL  CHEQUER'D. 

AIR — The  Bunch  of  Green  Rushes. 

I. 

This  life  is  all  chequer'd  with  pleasures  and  woes, 

That  chase  one  another  like  waves  of  the  deep — 
Each  brightly  or  darkly,  as  onward  it  flows, 

Reflecting  our  eyes  as  they  sparkle  or  weep. 
So  closely  our  whims  on  our  miseries  tread, 

That  the  laugh  is  awak'd  ere  the  tear  can  be  dried  ; 
And,  as  fast  as  the  rain- drop  of  Pity  is  shed, 

The  goose-plumage  of  Folly  can  turn  it  aside. 
But  pledge  me  the  cup — if  existence  would  cloy, 

With  hearts  ever  happy  and  heads  ever  wise, 
Be  ours  the  light  Sorrow,  half-sister  to  Joy, 

And  the  light  brilliant  Folly  that  flashes  and  dies. 
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II. 

A  ctnfieA-o  An  C-O^IAC  te  -poigceAc  cum 

U|\1    niAJA    ^lAf'    ^jtlAntilAfl',    ^Atl    bjAOtl    A1fl    A    Cfl01X)e  ; 

t)o  V  Aepi<xc  A  fuile  A^tif  V  Atuirm  A  C]AUC, 

'T1  Aic  tDtiAt^Ai}",  AI^  cptunmtigA'o  HA  m-btAC  Ai]i  An 

TTlA|A  -put)  CA,  mA|i  me,  T>peAm  "D'AH  'ouAt  "ooib  UonAt) 
-df  fpuc  An  po]A-eoluif,  CA  tionrhAji,  neArh-§An, 

UiompugA'6  nA  m-blAc,  CAIC  An  IA  -pA-OA  Aig  pneA-o 
A  lAirhe:  \  A  -poiceAc  ^An  bjiAon  Aip  bic  Ann. 


pj-0  OJAC!  'ntiAin  c-pummgeAf  An  'oiorhAomeA-p 


A  x>eAtb,  mA  uuiceAnn  Aon  bjiAon 
'O  cobA|A  nA  h-eA^nA  AI^I  X)tntteo5  -pA  C|\A, 
go  cmce,  beit)  fA-pcA,  gAn  ceAfAcc,  mo  rinAn. 


UR1T)  mms 


fonn  — 

I. 


pnceA'c  'n  '-O 


f  p      n 
leo 

'Sceic  5Aeue  6  n-A 
-peAt)  nA 


e  co 

Le  SmA-p 
x)  fCAUAn  cp-pcit 
An  c-feAmpio^,  CA  ^Uf  pojvbtiAn  An 
13  e  •6tnlleo5 

^15  Ple  V 

^f  Cipie'  ArhAin  An  c--eAmio    • 
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II. 

When  Hylas  was  sent  with  his  urn  to  the  fount, 

Thro'  fields  full  of  light,  with  heart  full  of  play, 
Light  rambled  the  boy  over  meadow  and  mount, 

And  neglected  his  task  for  the  flowers  on  the  way. 
Thus  many,  like  me,  who  in  youth  should  have  tasted 

The  fountain  that  runs  by  Philosophy's  shrine, 
Their  time  with  the  flowers  on  the  margin  have  wasted, 

And  left  their  light  urns  all  as  empty  as  mine. 
But  pledge  me  the  goblet — while  Idleness  weaves 

These  flowerets  together,  should  Wisdom  but  see 
One  bright  drop  or  two  that  has  fall'n  on  the  leaves 

From  her  fountain  divine,  't  is  sufficient  for  me. 


OH!  THE   SHAMROCK! 

AIR — The  Shamrock. 
I. 

Through  Erin's  Isle, 

To  sport  awhile, 
As  Love  and  Valour  wander'd, 

With  Wit,  the  sprite, 

Whose  quiver  bright 
A  thousand  arrows  squander'd  ; 

Where'er  they  pass, 

A  triple  grass 
Shoots  up,  with  dew-drops  streaming, 

As  softly  green 

As  emerald  seen 
Thro'  purest  crystal  gleaming. 
Oh  !  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrock ! 

Chosen  leaf 

Of  Bard  and  Chief, 
Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock  ! 
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II. 


"'S  •OATTI  UA  ]?A01  tolA 
"  HA  f  eoix>e  rnA-rone 
"Hi  h-AiiilA  CA", 

*OO    fJAeA^AItt    5)1  A-6, 

"  Le  m'  f  eAftAti-f'  An  101  V  AOibeArhAit  "  ; 
Acu  -oeAiic  Y 
'n 


An 


A1f5e 
O  An  c-feAmjA6<5,  UA  ^tA-p,  pn-buAn,  An 


pie  'f 

An 


III. 

Co  t)ibf,  pop, 

bmeA-o  ueAnn  50  pop 
An  cum^  An  IA  tix)  ' 

'S  Aip  eice  An  §AIU, 

HA  ctnueA-6  -OAC, 
An  -oomblAif,  no  A  f-ArhAit! 

^lAnAX)  "oo 

An  ^pA 
O  An  n^opc  CA  ]?AOI  n  A  r 

'S  nA  coi^eAt)  50  x>eo, 

A  bpAC  fA  n^teo, 
^Aif^e  'n  At^ym  nA  fAOjifA 
O  An  u-feAtn-po^,  CA  ^lAf,  pn-biiAn,  An  c-- 


pte  'f  V^A1^» 
A^  Cipe'  An'iAin  An  u-^ 
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II. 

Says  Valour,  "  See, 

"  They  spring  for  me, 
**  Those  leafy  gems  of  morning!" 

Says  Love,  "  No,  no, 

"For  me  they  grow, 
"My  fragrant  path  adorning". 

But  Wit  perceives 

The  triple  leaves, 
And  cries,  "  Oh  !  do  not  sever 

"A  type  that  blends 

"Three  godlike  friends, 
"  Love,  Valour,  Wit,  for  ever !" 
Oh !  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrock ! 

Chosen  leaf 

Of  Bard  and  Chief, 
Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock ! 


III. 

So  firmly  fond 

May  last  the  bond 
They  wove  that  morn  together, 

And  ne'er  may  fall 

One  drop  of  gall 
On  Wit's  celestial  feather ! 

May  Love,  as  twine 

His  flowers  divine, 
Of  thorny  falsehood  weed  'em ! 

May  Valour  ne'er 

His  standard  rear 
Against  the  cause  of  Freedom ! 
Oh !  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrock ! 

Chosen  leaf 

Of  B.ard  and  Chief, 
Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock ! 
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Aon  CUACOS  AtriAin  Aig  AH  'OORAS. 

—  tYloL  UuAt)  VIA 
I. 


Aon    CUACOi;    41T1Ain    A1£    AH    T)Oj1Af 

*O'eir  An  iomAt>  CUAI*O  UAJ\U  Ai|i  An 
'S  An   CUAC  1-p  mo  CUITIA, 

A 


Co  mAt  A']"  co  u]Aom   'ce^cc  cum   cmn, 
HAG  n'  A1|A15C6A|A  ACC  'n-eif  A  'out,  pof  -60 

An  c-AOitoneAf  bi  te  n-A  tmn  : 
Acu  t)e  rhomeix)  mA|i  ^n'o  b'ToeAt)  AJA  m-beAUA 

'^A  "oeAlbAT)  50  ciug,  'otuc  50  te6|i, 
T)o  €15  Af  ucc  pAnf'  le  ttiAf  |IAUA, 

C  A  IA]A  *oeo|A. 


II. 

*6tnnn  Ain  A^AIX),  nAc 

t)O    jtACAX)    YA' 

bAm-peAC  mA|A  -po  Attnnn 


Ace  t)  61^15,  b'ToeAnn  Am  'btAot)AC  A  coi*6ce, 

5eu|A  z^eA-oAt)  nA  n-UAi|Ae  ^An  fcic, 
Se  Y  f^mAib  T)6  Ai]^oeA|\  nA  ^<\oiue, 

'lluAi|A  A  meA|"5  btAc  bi-oeAf  A  ftij. 
Acu  x>e  rhomeix)  mA]i  -put)  bi-oeAT)  Ayi  m-beACA 

'^4  -oeAtbA-o  50  ciug  -oluc  50  te6|A, 
*Oo  05  A-p  ucu  pAn-p'  te  tuA-p 

'  A  5-cuAC  A 
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ONE   BUMPER  AT  PARTING. 

AIR — Moil  Roe  in  the  morning. 

I. 

One  bumper  at  parting ! — tho1  many 

Have  circled  the  board  since  we  met, 
The  fullest,  the  saddest  of  any 

Remains  to  be  crown'd  by  us  yet 
The  sweetness  that  pleasure  hath  in  it 

Is  always  so  slow  to  come  forth, 
That  seldom,  alas  !  till  the  minute 

It  dies,  do  we  know  half  its  worth. 
But  come — may  our  life's  happy  measure 

Be  all  of  such  moments  made  up ; 
They  're  born  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

They  die  'midst  the  tears  of  the  cup. 


II. 

As  onward  we  journey,  how  pleasant 

To  pause  and  inhabit  awhile 
Those  few  sunny  spots,  like  the  present, 

That  'mid  the  dull  wilderness  smile ! 
But  Time,  like  a  pitiless  master, 

Cries  "  Onward !"  and  spurs  the  gay  hours — 
Ah,  never  doth  time  time  travel  faster 

Than  when  his  way  lies  among  flowers. 
But  come — may  our  life's  happy  measure 

Be  all  of  such  moments  made  up ; 
They  're  born  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

They  die  'midst  the  tears  of  the  cup. 

10 
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AHI  emuin. 


III. 

11  AC  fcnl/peAc  -oo  bi  Ati  g]u<yn  Ai£  ctAonAX> 
HAC  "oeAlfiAc  "DO  'OGA^AC  ATI   rhtnfi  JTACM  ? 

frit),    Y    mi  At    £AC    rteAt)    Al^    ^AOriA-6, 

t)eiu  triA^A  -peAic  An  IAG  -out,  VmA  tui"6e. 


A  gAece  ]:AOI   uonn 
'S  A  IAH   ctiAic  mA]i  fux)  lonnpAC 

tloitii  -pcApA-6  AH  ^-cfAtunrmgAt)  te 
-dcu  t)e  rhomem  mAp  -pijco  bmeAX)  A-JA  m-beAuo» 

'5  A  'oeAtbA'o  50  nug  'otuu  ^o  te6|i, 

T>O    U1£    A]"    UCC    pATl]"'    le    ttlA-p    ]\AUA, 

A  5-ciiAc  A 


A   KOS 


•porm  — 


ATI 

A  corn  luce  nA 
Aon 

,  no 


I. 

i' 
beic 


An 


x>Airh, 


II. 

Tli  -pA^AX)  teAu  -pem  tu  te  meA'OA'6  Ai]i  An 

^An  t)o  ueit^e<\n  A  cot)tAt)  tneA-p^  *oo  ^AotuA  50  h-euc: 


A  nvbei-6i| 


JAC  IA  AY  ^AC  OTOCG, 
A        An  bAtA-6  X) 
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III. 


We  saw  how  the  sun  look'd  in  sinking, 

The  waters  beneath  him  how  bright, 
And  now  let  our  farewell  of  drinking 

Resemble  that  farewell  of  light. 
You  saw  how  he  finished,  by  darting 

His  beam  o'er  a  dark  billow's  brim — 
So,  fill  up,  let 's  shine  at  our  parting, 

In  full,  liquid  glory,  like  him. 
And  oh !  may  our  life's  happy  measure 

Of  moments  like  this  be  made  up ; 
'T  was  born  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

It  dies  'mid  the  tears  of  the  cup, 


T  IS  THE   LAST  ROSE   OF  SUMMER. 

AIR — The  Gioves  of  Blarney. 
I. 

T  is  the  last  rose  of  summer 

Left  blooming  alone ; 
All  her  lovely  companions 

Are  faded  and  gone  ; 
No  flower  of  her  kindred, 

No  rose-bud  is  nigh, 
To  reflect  back  her  blushes, 

To  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

II. 

I  '11  not  leave  thee  thou  lone  one, 

To  pine  on  the  stem ; 
Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping, 

Go  sleep  thou  with  them. 
Thus  kindly  I  scatter 

Thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed, 
Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden 

Lie  scentless  and  dead. 
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III. 

1TlA]A  ftix)  1-p  t)UAl  imueAcc,  'nuAip  A  cfnonAf  An 
'S  ViuAiji  eutuigeAf  6  n<\  ^eoi*oib  An  j^eirh  AY  ATI 

'Hl1A1|A    A    ctAOTOUeA]!    nA    C]A01-6ce,    ]"CAp    fUA|1CAf    AY    f< 

CIA  bei-oeA-6,  mAtt  cAt)An  AonA]i<\c  ^A  u-fAogAt  fo  ieif  |?ein. 


A  tiAnn. 

•ponn  —  tn6|vin. 

I, 

T)o  cpiAlt  cum   CACA  o^-lAoc  nA  ]iAnn, 

LAJA  nArhA-m   e-i|AeAnn  Ap^Aige; 
tAtin   AUAH  fAif^ce  Aip  50  ceAnn, 

Ann  Aom-peAcc  te  n-A  ctAippg. 
A  cifi  nA  n-t)An  !  *oein  An  tAoc-ceoit 

T)A  m-bei-oeA'6  An  -pAogAl  t)o  -o' 
UA  Aon   CJAUIC  AtriAin  le  x>o  tiiotAt)  50  birin, 

'S  Aon    tAnn  AniAin  te  t)o 


II. 

T)o  one  An  bAiA-o!  ACC  TTIA  ctnc,  50  -p 
t)i  A  6|Aoi-6e  neArh-eA^Uc,  upetinniAji; 
Y  jiAob  ^e  ceiiT)A  ctAijipge  An   ceoil, 
T)o  j-cuAb  fe,  An   C^A  bi  feunmAp: 

ijbAitic,  "  ni  thiUp-6  cuing  -oo  gnu, 
UA  cpmc  cAom  nA  b-feAc  fAo^A; 
f  tii  cUnnreAji  50  h-eu5  t)o  Un 
"  UAJA  b|\uix>e  AY  b|Aom  nA  citie". 
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III. 

So  soon  may  1  follow, 

When  friendships  decay, 
And  from  Love's  shining  circle 

The  gems  drop  away ! 
When  true  hearts  lie  wither'd, 

And  fond  ones  are  flown, 
Oh !  who  would  inhabit 

This  bleak  world  alone  ? 


THE  MINSTREL  BOY. 

Am — Moreen. 

I. 

The  Minstrel  Boy  to  the  war  is  gone, 

In  the  ranks  of  death  you  '11  find  him  ; 
His  father's  sword  he  has  girded  on, 

And  his  wild  harp  slung  behind  him. 
"  Land  of  Song  !"  said  the  warrior  bard, 

"  Tho'  all  the  world  betrays  thee, 
"  One  sword,  at  least,  thy  rights  shall  guard, 

"  One  faithful  harp  shall  praise  thee !" 

II. 

The  Minstrel  fell ! — but  the  foeman's  chain 

Could  not  bring  his  proud  soul  under ; 
The  harp  he  lov'd  ne'er  spoke  again, 

For  he  tore  its  cords  asunder ; 
And  said,  "No  chains  shall  sully  thee, 

"Thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery ! 
"  Thy  songs  were  made  for  the  pure  and  free, 

"They  shall  never  sound  in  slavery  !" 
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b'  Aoitoinn  An     teAnn,  ti'  RorriAtn  srnue. 


rn-bo. 


I. 

t)'  Aoibmn  AH  ^leAnn  bi  -poiTiATn   puce, 

Ann  Ap  -f-A^  me  mo  ceite  '-p  mo 
1f  bi  me  te  "ponri  A'  nnni-oe  tioncA, 

*O'  -pA^  m'  Ai^ne  ^AOI  rrrmit)  A'r* 
U6|AtnJ  me  An  teup,  *oo   geAtl  m1 

T)o  IA^A-O,  te  mo  foiVpugA-o  'fA  c-fbge, 
Ace  but)  X)iomAoin,  neAm--peimAitiAi>L  mo 

Le  tmn   c|\omACAin  netiluA  nA  li-oi'oce. 


II. 


A  ]"eom^A  A  'o'lon-ptn^eAr*  ^An   cionol, 
Co  UAi^neAc  mA-p  iiAirh,  ACC  mo  c|iA*6  ! 

pnce  pA  n-UAim  bi  An 
'11   Aic  eutuigce  5 

15i  An   cptnu  ceotriiAp  C^OCUA  Aip  An   m 
Le  A  m-bpeugpA'o  mo  bpon,  An  beAn 
Ace  An  IAII'I,  A  ^eic  A  ceot  upit)  An 
UA  Aig  cpiu  AI^  A 


III. 

l)i  Am  Ann,  A  ceite  cAm, 

T)A  n-'oeAnpAi'6e  An  popmA  btm 
Ai^  cup  t)O  teic  CAi'li'oeAcuA 

LeimpeA'o  t<xnn  t)'  pp  A  copAinc  T>O  ctiti  : 
Ace  Anoip,  A  beAn  nA  'o-cAi-p-^eti'L  '-p  nA  n-t>AncA, 
1p  eptiAitlige  Y  ip  cApcuipnge  CAil, 

teo-p-cuidiJ^A'o  cpom   Ann  t)o  CAince, 
1n-pe-pAit. 


IRISH   MELODIES.  79 


THE   SONG   OF  O'RUARK. 

AIR — The  pretty  girl  milking  her  cow. 

I. 

The  valley  lay  smiling  before  me 

Where  lately  I  left  her  behind ; 
Yet  1  trembled,  and  something  hung  o'er  me 

That  sadden'd  the  joy  cf  my  mind. 
I  look'd  for  the  lamp  which,  she  told  me, 

Should  shine  when  her  pilgrim  return'd, 
But,  though  darkness  began  to  enfold  me, 

No  lamp  from  the  battlements  burn'd. 

II. 

I  flew  to  her  chamber — 't  was  lonely, 

As  if  the  lov'd  tenant  lay  dead  ; — 
Ah,  would  it  were  death,  and  death  only, 

But  no,  the  young1  false  one  had  fled. 
And  there  hung  the  lute  that  could  soften 

My  very  worst  pains  into  bliss, 
While  the  hand  that  had  wak'd  it  so  often 

Now  throbb'd  to  a  proud  rival's  kiss. 

III. 

There  was  a  time,  falsest  of  women  ! 

When  Breffni's  good  sword  would  have  sought 
That  man,  through  a  million  of  foemen, 

Who  dar'd  but  to  wrong  thee  in  thought! 
While  now — 0  degenerate  daughter 

Of  Erin  !  how  fall'n  is  thy  fame  ! 
And  thro'  ages  of  bondage  and  slaughter, 

Our  country  shall  bleed  for  thy  shame. 


gO  AtmAiti  Am  eitiirm. 


IV. 

CA  ceAnA  Aifici  An  rhAttAcc 

UA  tiA  0015^115'  if  bnui'oeArhtA  coit, 

'OeAIIA'O    f^flOf    A1|\    C|\1C    p6T)tA    ^O    bAttAC, 

UA  A  h-un-igteAnnuA  "oeAfi^  te  put,. 
Acu  •po-p^lAi'o  An  5t<yp-rheip5e  Ann 

t)i'6eA>6  ftntueAc  50  IAITI 
CA  Unn-ne  ceA-|ic,  Cine,  Y  AP  5-CAijroe, 

An  A^Ait)  eA^con'  nA  SAfAnAc  ceAnn. 


nio  stAn  tit>!  ACU  URA 

fonri  — moil  Run 
I. 

tTlo  -plAn  lib!  ACC  cfiA  bei'oi'6  AI^  fAiluiugAt)  nA  h-oi'oce, 
*Oo  "ou-p^A-p  bmn-ceotuA  'guf  fUApcAf  rneA-p^  fAOi 
HA  'oeAjAinA'OAi'oe  An  CAJAATO,  bi^oeAT)  AI^  cun  onnA  bunn 
'S  neArh-ftmn Arii Ait  Ann  546  bnon,  'nnA  fm-oe  lib  te 
"Pittp*6  |\if  ^An  Arhfi<vp  A  bnon',  A^uf  ni  beit> 
*Oe'n  A]A*o-rhtnni5in  A  b^eti^  e,  Aon  teAccA  'nnA 
Ace  ni  ptfAit)  Af  A  cuirnne,  *oe  oiT)ce  no  t)e  t 
o^  pb  *6e  -pA  n-Am  pn,  ^AC  bnon  A^tif  ^ 

II 

tmn  CCACC  nA  h-oi'oce  tit)  pAnpxrhtA,  'nnA  A  rn-bitjeAnn 

cnoi'oe  tAn  -oe  fetin,  A'-p  $AC  CUAC  tAn  -oe  pon, 
AY  X)O|ICA  no  tonnnAC  bei*6eAf  mo  pijbAt  Ann-p  A  c-ftije, 
tDei'oeAt)  tib,  A  cAin'oe,  A  n-mcmn   y  A  ^-cpoi'De. 
Ann  bun  n-^neAnn  A'^  btip  -pu^Aigit  beix>  A^AITI  -pomn 
A^u-p  m'  Aigne  AI^  ei-pueAcc  te  bup  ^-ceotcAib  50  bmn ; 
1f  Aoibmn,  mA  bit)eAnn  Aon  t)e  nA  ftACAib  ta 
A  •oei'p'peA'p,  "  1-p  c^UAj  ^An  e  A^Ainn  Annf  A' 
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IV. 


Already  the  curse  is  upon  her, 

And  strangers  her  valleys  profane  ; 
They  come  to  divide — to  dishonour, 

And  tyrants  they  long  will  remain. 
But  onward ! — the  green  banner  rearing, 

Go  flesh  every  sword  to  the  hilt ; 
On  our  side  is  Virtue  and  Erin, 

On  theirs  is  the  Saxon  and  Guilt. 


FAREWELL!— BUT  WHENEVER  YOU  WELCOME  THE  HOUR. 

AIR — Moll  Roone. 

I. 

Farewell!— but  whenever  you  welcome  the  hour 
That  awakens  the  night-song  of  mirth  in  your  bower, 
Then  think  of  the  friend  who  once  welcom'd  it  too, 
And  forgot  his  own  griefs  to  be  happy  with  you. 
His  griefs  may  return,  not  a  hope  may  remain 
Of  the  few  that  have  brighten'd  his  pathway  of  pain : 
But  he  ne'er  will  forget  the  short  vision  that  threw 
Its  enchantment  around  him,  while  ling'ring  with  you. 

II. 

And  still  on  that  evening,  when  pleasure  fills  up 

To  the  highest  top  sparkle  each  heart  and  each  cup, 

Where'er  my  path  lies,  be  it  gloomy  or  bright, 

My  soul,  happy  friends,  shall  be  with  you  that  night ; 

Shall  join  in  your  revels,  your  sports,  and  your  wiles, 

And  return  to  me  beaming  all  o'er  with  your  smiles — 

Too  blest  if  it  tells  me  that,  'mid  the  gay  cheer, 

Some  kind  voice  had  murmur'd,  "  I  wish  he  were  here  !" 

11 
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III. 


'II  Airrroeom  J^AC  t)6-beipc  X>'A  n-1 

br-oeAnn  -o'eif  nA  feme,  cAif< 

T)o  ci'oceAp  I/An  bpom  A^uf  imni-oe  nA  h-oi'oce 

50  m-buti  btiAn  leif  An  ^-cturime  -po  -oo  tion^A]A  mo  ciAOi-oe, 
TTlAn  An  -poiueAc  m-bi'oeAnn  fuu  -po-p  X)'A  pic  Ann.  AY  ^15, 
TTlA  brnrcAn  e  Y  ^^  bjAiJiguAeiA,  50  n-'oeAnuA-p  x>e  -pp-peTo, 
bei-o  bAlA-6  bpeAt  nA  pop,  Aip  ^AC  pomn  -oe'n  u-f  oiceAc  cpe. 


ctntiine  teAu  eibtin,  seot)  's 


I. 


A  ctnrhne  teAC  Ciblin,  feot)  'f 

A]\  m-bAile,  'x)'  fAn  -ptiAi|ic 
'tltiAi-p  t)o  coding  tliltiAm  eitqieAC  mAn  ceile'i, 

'S  bi  A  "o-ceAcin  ]:AOI  ctuminc 


II. 


Di  Ait^  -pAocpu^AX)  A  n-AomfeAcc  -pAoi  bAi-pceAc  A'-p 

'5ur  X)ubAinc  tliiliAm  -pA  "66015  le  'oub-bpon  c|ioit)e 
"  A  n-Aic  eile  conogmtut)  cAinue  'pif  t)ion", 
pAtt  p  6'  m-bAite  AI 


III. 


but)  ^TA-OA  Y  huv  utupfeAc  AI^  pubAt  t)o  bi, 

'gtj-p  Aigne  nA  h-6i§e  Le  imnix>  -pAiin  ; 
'TltiAi|A  A1$  clAonAt)  LAG  x)oinmn,  bi  gApib  le 
ip  AitiA|\c,  tAnn  ^bACArhAil  A 
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III. 

Let  fate  do  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy, 
Bright  dreams  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot  destroy ; 
Which  come  in  the  night-time  of  sorrow  and  care, 
And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  used  to  wear. 
Long,  long  be  my  heart  with  such  memories  filled  ! 
Like  the  vase,  in  which  roses  have  once  been  distill'd — 
You  may  break,  you  may  shatter  the  vase,  if  you  will, 
But  the  scent  of  the  roses  will  hang  round  it  still. 


YOU  REMEMBER  ELLEN. 

AIR—  Were  I  a  clerk. 
1. 

You  remember  Ellen,  our  hamlet's  pride, 
How  meekly  she  bless'd  her  humble  lot, 

When  the  stranger,  William,  had  made  her  his  bride, 
And  love  was  the  light  of  their  lowly  cot. 


II. 


Together  they  toil'd  through  winds  and  rains, 
Till  William,  at  length,  in  sadness  said, 

"  We  must  seek  our  fortune  on  other  plains"; 
Then,  sighing  she  left  her  lowly  shed. 

III. 

They  roam'd  a  long  and  a  weary  way, 
Nor  much  was  the  maiden's  heart  at  ease, 

When  now,  at  the  close  of  one  stormy  day, 
They  see  a  proud  castle  among  the  trees. 
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IV. 


"Ann  fo",  Aipi  An  c-o^-peAp  "stacAmui'o  fcic, 
"  UA  AH  01*666  mAtl  't^ti-p  AH  ^AOU  ceAnn": 

T)o  peix>  -pe  AH  C-ATDAJAC  le  iomcAf\  AjYo--pAoi, 

'S  t)'  tiTfittug,  A15  "0111  fceAc  •66,  An  •ooi-p'peoin  A  ceAnn. 


V. 


"*O'  fAilce,  beAn  tiAfAil",  "oo  gAiji  An 
U'S  leAc  An  coitt  A'f  AH  t)tin  <po,  Y  ^AC  mt)  CA  Ann, 

),  tfieAf  bjYiACfiA,  A  jAAib  AHHCA  b|\i§, 
p  dbtin  beAn  ageAnnA  Ttof  HA 


VI. 


'S  AijA  A  ceile  CA  -pion-ceAnArhAit  '-p  ^JIA'OAC  An  In  An, 
T)'iA^in  UitliAm  AH  c-eitc|\eAc  'f  vo  po-p  mA|A  rhnAoi, 

SA  A  IAJI  HA  ^-c-pAnn  cigeA|inArhAit  CA  CGA^AC,  btJAn, 
tTlA]i  '-p  AH  ceAcin  6—  Ap  COI^GA-O  CA' 


t)o  stupinn  tntumin 

•ponn  —  An 
I. 


*Oo  guitpnn  rnmnigm  rheAttcAc, 

T)A    -o-cnei^eA-fA  me,  A 
*Oo  cAompnn  cApi 

*OA  b-'peAl'LpA-'pA  onm 
Ace  fAt)  A'f  CA  •oo 

^15  -poilpiugAt)  AI|A  mo  flige  50  biiAn, 
Hi  bei-o  bpon  opm,  A  ceii'o--peAnc, 

tlAC    ^-CtHnp-O    CU    50    flOjl    J7A01    ftlAH. 
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IV. 


"  To-night",  said  the  youth,  "we  '11  shelter  there  ; 

"The  wind  blows  cold,  the  hour  is  late"  : 
So  he  blew  the  horn  with  a  chieftain's  air, 

And  the  porter  bow'd  as  they  pass'd  the  gate. 


V. 


"Now,  welcome,  Lady!"  exclaim'd  the  youth, 
"This  castle  is  thine,  and  these  dark  woods  all!" 

She  believ'd  him  craz'd,  but  his  words  were  truth, 
For  Ellen  is  Lady  of  Eosna  Hall ! 


VI. 


And  dearly  the  lord  of  Rosna  loves 

What  William  the  stranger  woo'd  and  wed  ; 

And  the  light  of  bliss,  in  these  lordly  groves, 
Shines  pure  as  it  did  in  the  lowly  shed. 


I  'D  MOURN  THE   HOPES  THAT  LEAVE  ME. 

AIR — The  Rose  tree. 

I. 

I  'd  mourn  the  hopes  that  leave  me, 

If  thy  smiles  had  left  me  too ; 
I  'd  weep  when  friends  deceive  me, 

If  thou  wert,  like  them,  untrue. 
But  while  I  Ve  thee  before  me, 

With  heart  so  warm  and  eyes  so  bright, 
No  clouds  can  linger  o'er  me, 

That  smile  turns  them  all  to  light. 
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II. 


Hi  't  Atirrp  An  c-fAogAt  50  h-tnte, 

TMo  cjAAT>A>6,  A^tif  cu  beic  tiom  ; 
UA  AoibneAf  5  An  -cite, 

'S  £An  fitnn  teAc  'nnA 
b'feAjifA  Ati  Aifbri^  'f  b 

'S  me  ftniiAineA'6  o|\u-fA,  A  feAfic  mo 
'HA  'n  ftjbACA]"  Y  ^^j  Y  T 

'S  me  ^A-JACA  UAic-fe  te  mo 


III. 


gi-o  511  JA  f-eA       nA 

*Oo  ceAt^  pun  te  cttiAin 
'S  ^u\\.  utiA]i  "otjirm  "oo 

t)eic  A  critic  teo  A-pif  50  Iv 
-poltif  Anf  A  *oijtoACAn , 

jAeonugAt)  m'  Aifoifi  'peA-p'DA  coit)ce; 
CA  'n  muteAcc  fci§  HAC 
Y  teu-p  t)o  -pmi^eA-o  A 


IV. 


eiy  An  u-fotuif  A  beic 
T)o  ceoAtii     e  ciit)  An 
-peAn 

eAtAig  tA-p  nA  h-oit>ce. 
^6]"  te  tocjAAnn  -peutuA 
tonn-pAc,  feA-prhAC  feAfOA  A 
ni  't  teu-p  AI^  <oeAtr\A'6  netitcA, 
An  tetif  A  €15  6  T\I§  nA  n-x>i3t. 
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II. 


'T  is  not  in  fate  to  harm  me, 

While  fate  leaves  thy  love  to  me ; 
'T  is  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Unless  joy  be  shared  with  thee. 
One  minute's  dream  about  thee, 

Were  worth  a  long,  an  endless  year 
Of  waking  bliss  without  thee, 

My  own  love,  my  only  dear ; 


III. 

And  tho'  the  hope  be  gone,  love, 

That  long  sparkled  o'er  our  way, 
Oh !  we  shall  journey  on,  love, 

More  safely  without  its  ray. 
Far  better  lights  shall  win  me 

Along  the  path  I  Ve  yet  to  roam — 
The  mind  that  burns  within  me, 

And  pure  smiles  from  thee  at  home. 


IV. 

Thus,  when  the  lamp  that  lighted 

The  traveller  at  first,  goes  out, 
He  feels  awhile  benighted, 

And  looks  around  in  fear  and  doubt. 
But  soon,  the  prospect  clearing, 

By  cloudless  starlight  on  he  treads, 
And  thinks  no  lamp  so  cheering 

As  that  light  which  Heaven  sheds. 
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'  05-lAere  setmrh<\n  FAOI  tiorm-tmb? 

fonti— 


I. 


to-put  t>'  o^-tAece  feunrfiAtt'  JTAOI   tionn-t)tib, 

tTlAtt  rhAix>in  |?AO1   ftArn  t)e  'n   ceo? 
'S  ]io  ttiAc  "DO  CUATO  cA-pAinn-ne  ceAn 
An   Am',  nAjA  ^TIACAC  b|ion  J^ATI   -pog 
D-fint  poncA  TIA  1i-Aoi]"e  ^ 
UeAcc  Ai-p  c^oi-oe  A  toi  Ae-pAc  50  teop? 
cti^Am,  A  temb  nA  ujniAi^e, 
leAc  t)eo]i  te 


II. 


An  ArfiAit  te  c\\e  Cit-rfnoncAin 

An  ^eAn  ATJA  AJA  clAon  -oo  6|Aoit)e, 
A  tn-bi-oeann  c|Aic|\e  cp  fteibce  1^ 

Ai^  •oeA'L-pA'6  Ann  $AC  AI 
Ace  -o'   eif  moiAAin   fAocAi]i 

tlA  cpe,  'nn  A  b-pnl  op  pei|\  cAit', 
UA  AH  fAOCAfi  ^An  COJAA'D 

^An  Aon   mt)  'nnA  -oiAi     le 


III. 


-oo  "ooi,  mA|A  eun  nA 

6  c^Ann  50  cpAn,  t)ein  An  f^eui, 
cAifbeAnA-o  ^eoi-oe  nA  'o^AO'oeAcc' 
ui  foit/peAC  te  ^toi-p,  6  n-A  beut? 
Aif\  c^Aob  t)'   ei-p  c^Aoibe 

Sux)   cu^At)  A  feoit)  AI|\  A  n 
Ace  x)'   eif  ciJ   A  rheAttAt),  te 
tiAic  p  AjAif  50   n-euj. 
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HAS  SOKROW  THY  YOUNG  DAYS  SHADED? 

AIR—  Sly  Patrick. 


Has  sorrow  thy  young  days  shaded, 

As  clouds  o'er  the  morning  fleet? 
Too  fast  have  those  young  days  faded, 

That,  even  in  sorrow,  were  sweet  1 
Does  Time  with  his  cold  wing  wither 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear? — 
Then,  child  of  misfortune,  come  hither, 

I  '11  weep  with  thee  tear  for  tear. 

II. 

Has  love  to  that  soul,  so  tender, 

Been  like  our  Lagenian  mine, 
Where  sparkles  of  golden  splendour 

All  over  the  surface  shine  ? 
But,  if  in  pursuit  we  go  deeper, 

Allur'd  by  the  gleam  that  shone, 
Ah !  false  as  the  dream  of  the  sleeper, 

Like  Love,  the  bright  ore  is  gone. 

III. 

Has  Hope,  like  the  bird  in  the  story, 

That  flitted  from  tree  to  tree 
With  the  talisman's  glittering  glory — 

Has  Hope  been  that  bird  to  thee  ? 
On  branch  after  branch  alighting, 

The  gem  did  she  still  display, 
And,  when  nearest  and  most  inviting, 

Then  waft  the  fair  gem  away  ? 

12 
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IV. 


tTlA  eultug  triAn  pit)  Am  HA  rml-pe, 

TlAp  feAjVbtng  Aon  IA  -o'  <yp  m-biu; 
fflA  'f  meAlluAC  f]Aic  mumigm  nA  X)it/pe 


1TlA  'f  cpionuA  niA]A  fiJ-o  te 

C  cAib-oeAcu  fti   ^A-OAC  50 
,  A  teinb  11  A 

teAC  t)eo|A  le 


co 

£onn  —  IAJ  ATI   IA^A. 

I. 

Hi  |AAib  co  -pAilceAitiAit  HA  ceoluA  pje 
UeAcu  AIIA  neAC  ftiAnThA|v  50  -poitt  A 

UA1T1   HA  h-oit)ce, 
'  rieAiiTOA  birm'  le  n-A 


An   c|\oi*6e  'n   mo  lA-p  ^AOI   ujAom-ftAm   ceo, 

0  cttun^AiX)  coi*6ce  AH  •oeo|AAi'6e 
co  biHH  beAHHUigce,  AjAi-p  50  t)eo. 


II. 

l)1HH    HA    "Olt-pe,    mA]A 


A'-p  CA]"UA  ^"Li^eAiH,  bi  -puAim  HA 

'UeAcu  u]Ait)  ^AC  ctiA-p  *oe  mo 
tout)  ic  A  ^-CO^AJA  e,  but)  tocfiAnn 

'^A  btiA-6;   A'f  b'  feAUp  bom   'HA  AH  fAogAt  ^AH  |\OIHH 
THo  t^om-CAm  f^'o^j  CA  le  t)ti1:)-bp6H  lionrfiAji, 

t)eic  b]Ai^pce  A15  ceolcAib  co  beAHHtngue 


IRISH    MELODIES.  91 


IV. 

If  thus  the  young  hours  have  fleeted, 

When  sorrow  itself  look'd  bright ; 
If  thus  the  fair  hope  hath  cheated, 

That  led  thee  along  so  light ; 
If  thus  the  cold  world  now  wither 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear : — 
Come,  child  of  misfortune,  come  hither, 

I  '11  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear. 


NO,   NOT    MORE  WELCOME. 

AIR — L  ugge  law. 

L 

No,  not  more  welcome  the  fairy  numbers 

Of  music  fall  on  the  sleeper's  ear, 
When,  half  awaking  from  fearful  slumbers, 

He  thinks  the  full  choir  of  heaven  is  near — 
Then  came  that  voice,  when,  all  forsaken, 

This  heart  long  had  sleeping  lain, 
Nor  thought  its  cold  pulse  would  ever  waken 

To  such  benign,  blessed  sounds  again. 

II. 

Sweet  voice  of  comfort !  't  was  like  the  stealing 

Of  summer  wind  thro'  some  wreathed  shell — 
Each  secret  winding,  each  inmost  feeling 

Of  all  my  soul  echo'd  to  its  spell ! — 
'T  was  whisper'd  balm — 't  was  sunshine  spoken  !- 

I  'd  live  years  of  grief  and  pain 
To  have  my  long  sleep  of  sorrow  broken 

By  such  benign,  blessed  sounds  again. 
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utis 


•ponn  —  A  PACJUIIC   ceic 


I. 


co   pA\,  A 

"061  b   beic  yioy\ 
TlA]A   prm  AineAf  tDO  beic 
Ti'ei-p  uu   beiu  Auiitn^ce,  x>'  ^ATI   pop-beo, 

ITIO    n'nUtllgin     AfAU    5  ATI    fAOIIA'O, 

t)A  b-'peA'Ll.^A'o  AIJ\  An   c-fAo^Al  50  *oeo, 
UAUTI   ^-ein   IIAC   n-'oeAii]:A  clAoriAX); 

Ace  111105  teAc,   p]A   cAim    nA  m-b 

1f   coi]A  AH    c^AOToe  beiu 
T)o  ctn^eA-o  '0615  A^i-p  50 
-A  5-cttiAinAi|Ae  co  cb-pce. 


II. 


A    bl    ^AC    belli    A1£    ItlAt)    -OO    bA01f, 

t)'  otc  tiom    ATI  ^etil  T)tib 
116,   uA-p^Ai-jA  me  50 
5^61^,  A-p  AH    61  ^ 
IDtnc  bi  ^eA-pniAc,  btiAn    mo   5^*6, 
'TltiAi|A  bi   'oo   cAi^t)e  ^lonnmA^, 
'S  AH    c-poix)e  UA  te  *oo  cltiAin'  c^At) 
A  -ptnt  <6oi|AU'|:eA>6   *otjic  50  i:onmA|A. 

uig  teAu,  p|A  cttiAnAig,  CAUD, 
'S   6  ATI   u-'pei'p  A  b--ptnti|A  bAiuce, 

An   Am 
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WHEN  FIRST  I  MET  THEE. 

AIR — 0  Patrick,  fly  from  me. 

I. 

When  first  I  met  thee,  warm  and  young, 

There  shone  such  truth  about  thee, 
And  on  thy  lip  such  promise  hung, 

I  did  not  dare  to  doubt  thee. 
I  saw  thee  change,  yet  still  relied, 
Still  clung  with  hope  the  fonder, 
And  thought,  tho'  false  to  all  beside, 
From  me  thou  couldst  not  wander. 
But  go,  deceiver !  go — 

The  heart,  whose  hopes  could  make  it 
Trust  one  so  false,  so  low, 

Deserves  that  thou  shouldst  break  it. 


II. 


When  every  tongue  thy  follies  nam'd, 

I  fled  th'  unwelcome  story ; 
Or  found,  in  ev'n  the  faults  they  blam'd, 

Some  gleams  of  future  glory. 
I  still  was  true,  when  nearer  friends 
Conspir'd  to  wrong,  to  slight  thee : 
The  heart,  that  now  thy  falsehood  rends, 
Would  then-have  bled  to  right  thee. 
But  go,  deceiver !  go — 

Some  day,  perhaps  thou  'It  waken 
From  pleasure's  dream,  to  know 
The  grief  of  hearts  forsaken. 
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teuf  nA 

bl,AU  HA 

Ueic  An  •ope.&rn,  AI^  A  pAib  OJAC 
'S  CA  OJAC  5^^   6  l-ucc  "oo  b 
H1eAf5  C]AAitt,  CA  -pte<vo  AncpAcAC  HA  li-oit)ce 

'gA  -poirin   ^Ati   UQA^AJA  'pAoi'oeArhAit, 
'S  mAfi  leuf  A^A  UAIITI,  b-)?uit  bAf  Ann    ^ 
CA  Y1Tl1Se  fUAji  neAn'i-c|\oi'6eArhAit. 
Imcig:  'f  t)A  rn-bei-oeA-o  Aip  t)o 

7O|\  AY  CAince  An   x)oi"hAin, 
Tli   uiubpAinn   -oeop  t)e  got  §lA 

-Al|A    "DO    fAlb}1GAf    Otc,    1TIAJA 


IV. 


'S  b'  feit)i)i  50    -o-aoc^AT),  'cluAnAig,  An   IA, 

'ITI-beTo  nA  cinn^e  ]^o  -pm  '^A 
-A  rn-bei-6i|A  415  bt,AO*6Ac  ^AH  ^ei'om  te 
Aip  An   ue  bei'oeA'p  OJAU  AI^  cti|"eAt). 
Ue  bei|\]?eA'6  •otnc-'pe  |?uit  A  cpoix>e, 
U|AA,  belt)  fAt^uA  tetjmiiA|i, 

CAi-pbeAinu  t)uic  511^  utntt  cu   AH 
i   Aid   ope  Y  ct^  fetmrhAp, 

!    niAttAcu   t)tiic  m 


yem   m  Auctnn^ocA'o  t)inc  mi-ctm 
Co  cpom  AY  cAip  Ann  bAicce. 
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III. 


Even  now,  tho'  youth  its  bloom  has  shed, 

No  lights  of  age  adorn  thee : 
The  few,  who  lov'd  thee  once,  have  fled, 

And  they  who  flatter  scorn  thee. 
Thy  midnight  cup  is  pledg'd  to  slaves, 

No  genial  ties  enwreath  it; 
The  smiling  there,  like  light  on  graves, 
Has  rank  cold  hearts  beneath  it. 

Go — go — tho'  worlds  were  thine, 

I  would  not  now  surrender 
One  taintless  tear  of  mine 
For  all  thy  guilty  splendour ! 


IV. 


And  days  may  come,  thou  false  one !  yet, 

When  even  those  ties  shall  sever ; 
When  thou  wilt  call  with  vain  regret 

On  her  thou  'st  lost  for  ever, — 
On  her  who,  in  thy  fortune's  fall, 

With  smiles  had  still  received  thee, 
And  gladly  died  to  prove  thee  all 
Her  fancy  first  believed  thee. 

Go — go — 't  is  vain  to  curse, 

'T  is  weakness  to  upbraid  thee  : 
Hate  cannot  wish  thee  worse, 

Than  guilt  and  shame  have  made  thee. 
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co  FAT)  A'S  tti 

£orm  —  pA'otn  pvic. 

I. 

Co    fAt)    A'f   "bl    Ceotj1A1*6    nA    1l-eACCJAA    A1^    CUTTTOAC    t^O    h-A1fieAC, 

£AC  nit>  'O'A  ttAib  pgce  'n   -Dub-ei^e  HA  fttic, 
1/e  II'A  uAob  bi  UGAC   G-i|ie<Min    50  bpotiAC  '-p  50 

'OljA    A11     |"CA1]A    •pmAl.A'O    IcAbjAA    t)'    A    CUI'O-'pAn     X)O 

Ace   o  !   mA|A  'oo  txyp  ]"UAf  A  ]\o^c  upix)  An 
A  n'  ei|"  loinAt)  btiA'OAncA  t)e  "oub-biAon 
T)eA|ic  An   ceoL^Am  50    beo, 
t/e  fcpiob'    'oeAt^tug  ^o  IDGO, 

A 


II. 

nA   bAnbA,  Ai      AH   TleAc 


ui^  6  -ppeifi  t)|AUC'OArhAit  Ci-peAnn   le 
btiA*6AncA  T)e  CJAAT)  A'-p  6  CAJAA  me  "oeAtuigue, 
i'oeA'p  AI]\  eip§  moi^  loc]\Ain   mAn  uti^A,  cup 
rno]A  lining  tAoc]AA  beic   '^A  tiiAt)   Ai-p  mo 
CAm-CA-pAin   lomj^it),   ]?A]AAO-IA  !   UA  n'A 


Ace  CA    '511]"  toi 
5  An    Aon    ^niAt   An    CJ\AO!:>, 
UA  cimciotb  Aip   ceAnn   btJA^oAc   CAJAATO  mo   cnoix>e. 

III. 

Ace  HOII'IAC  UA  An   fAocAtt  1|*   mo   Ann   *oo   beAUA, 

A  >bei]A|?eA'p  Aip  A  n-*oeAymAif   A  inAm   50   -poitt  bA|ij 
but)   ceimeAifiAit  beic   fAO|uy6   CJAICG   eite  A 
mo   AH   |Aeim,   t)o   UIJA  -pem   A  co^bAit,   CA  'n 
AI^  CACA01]A  nA  pi^ce  t)o   cornAif,  t>o   gur, 

A^A1]A    A1|A    -pot!     CljAeAnn,    't)'    Olt    A|\t)-Cl1AC    "OO 

S'  Ain   AtfiAn   biiAince   "outo  ; 
T)'A  -puib  'f  -oeottA,  -p|Atic, 
utJA§-ceACA  X)oige,   bi-oeA-6  An    IAOC,   CA]A   A 
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WHILE   HISTOKY'S   MUSE. 

Am— Paddy  Whack. 
I. 

While  History's  Muse  the  memorial  was  keeping 

Of  all  that  the  dark  hand  of  Destiny  weaves, 
Beside  her  the  Genius  of  Erin  stood  weeping, 

For  hers  was  the  story  that  blotted  the  leaves. 
But  oh !  how  the  tear  in  her  eyelids  grew  bright, 
When,  after  whole  pages  of  sorrow  and  shame, 
She  saw  History  write, 
With  a  pencil  of  light, 
That  illumin'd  the  whole  volume,  her  Wellington's  name. 

II. 

"  Hail,  Star  of  my  Isle !"  said  the  Spirit,  all  sparkling 

With  beams  such  as  break  from  her  own  dewy  skies — 
"Thro'  ages  of  sorrow,  deserted  and  darkling, 

"  I  Ve  watch'd  for  some  glory  like  thine  to  arise. 
"For  tho'  heroes  I  Ve  number'd,  unblest  was  their  lot, 
"  And  unhallow'd  they  sleep  in  the  cross- ways  of  Fame  : — 
"  But  oh !  there  is  not 
"  One  dishonouring  blot 
"  On  the  wreath  that  encircles  my  Wellington's  name ! 

III. 

"Yet  still  the  last  crown  of  thy  toils  is  remaining, 

"  The  grandest,  the  purest,  even  thou  hast  yet  known ; 
"Tho'  proud  was  thy  task,  other  nations  unchaining, 
"  Far  prouder  to  heal  the  deep  wounds  of  thy  own. 
/'  At  the  foot  of  that  throne  for  whose  weal  thou  hast  stood, 
"  Go  plead  for  the  land  that  first  cradled  thy  fame — 
"  And  bright  o'er  the  flood 
"  Of  her  tears  and  her  blood; 
"  Let  the  rainbow  of  Hope  be  her  Wellington's  name  !" 
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Am  eitvmn. 


tition  '5113  unit) 


bi  A 


I. 


bpon  't^tif  c]Ai-6  gAbA-o,  x>o  tonfitng  x>o  -pmi^eAt)  mo 
^eiu  -0015  A1^  j^Ac  T)|Aei-po5,  mo  cuncioi  bi  'nriA  Untie 
*O'A  X)tnl:)e  c|AAnn   A-p  m-beAUA,  buti  -poit'peAc  bi 
^o  -jAAib  ^toi-jA  Ann  Aic  nAi^e,  'gti-p  cAon-x)U]AAcu  Ann  AIC 
O  !  fgl^b  51-6  'oo  ]AAib  me,  Ann  X)'  ucc-pe  fAon  t)o  bi, 
'S  015  beAnnACu  t)o  'n  t)oit5if  t>o 


•oom 


x>o 


c  -J?AOI 


cti 


•oimeAf 


II. 

Di  -oo 
Oi  'oo 

g  p--pe  An  ceAmpAt;  '-p  cu-fA  n-^tiAip  nA 

fiA-o  A  cAfiAit)  'f  t)o  >OA|iAi'o-'pe  'nnA  fctAb' 
Ace  b'  yeAnn  tiom  '^An   tiAirh  AI^  x>o  copvib  beic  mo  1tnt)e, 
'HA  beic  popuA  te  -pux>  ftiAtmAp,  no  Aig  lompu^At)  UAIC  mo  cfioix>e. 


III. 


CIA 

T)A  m-beitieAt)  freAllcAc,  ni 
*Oei^ueA-p,  O|ic  co  -pAt)  bi 
^o  b-ptnt,  ^o  c|\oit)e  1e 
O  !  nA  c-peit)  pA*o,  nio|\  b' 
'n  AIC  A  foil/pgeAnn  t)o 


)  beitieAt)  x>o 

ctnb^ie  c|Aom', 
u  cloiue  '^tip  cu  c|iom  : 

te  ctimg  cu  t)o  ctAoit). 
,  poilpgeAnn  pAoyifA  coit>ce. 
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THE  IRISH  PEASANT  TO  HIS  MISTRESS 

AIR — /  once  had  a  true  love. 

I. 

Through  grief  and  through  danger  thy  smile  hath  cheer'd  my  way, 

Till  hope  seem'd  to  bud  from  each  thorn  that  round  me  lay ; 

The  darker  our  fortune,  the  brighter  our  pure  love  burn'd, 

Till  shame  into  glory,  till  fear  into  zeal  was  turn'd ; 

Yes,  slave  as  I  was,  in  thy  arms  my  spirit  felt  free, 

And  blessed  even  the  sorrows  that  made  me  more  dear  to  thee. 


II. 

Thy  rival  was  honour'd  whilst  thou  wert  wrong'd  and  scorn'd, 
Thy  crown  was  of  briers,  while  gold  her  brows  adorn'd  ; 
She  woo'd  me  to  temples,  while  thou  layest  hid  in  caves, 
Her  friends  were  all  masters,  while  thine,  alas !  were  slaves ; 
Yet  cold  in  the  earth,  at  thy  feet,  I  would  rather  be, 
Than  wed  what  I  love  not,  or  turn  one  thought  from  thee. 

III. 

They  slander  thee  sorely,  who  say  thy  vows  are  frail — 
Hadst  thou  been  a  false  one,  thy  cheek  had  look'd  less  pale ! 
They  say  too,  so  long  thou  hast  worn  those  lingering  chains, 
That  deep  in  thy  heart  they  have  printed  thy  servile  stains. 
Oh !  foul  is  the  slander !  no  chain  could  that  soul  subdue. 
Where  shineth  thy  spirit,  there  liberty  shineth  too. 
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is  VAT)  si  o'ti 

•ponn  —  £ofCAit  An 

I. 

p  o'n  5-c|Aic,  b-put  A  "h-o^-LAOc  'nn  A 
'S  ^An  Aifo  Ain  A  ftn^gib  '5  A 
Ace  tumpiJeAnn  50  i?tiA]A  6  fuil/ib  5^ 
rOi]i  CA  A  cfioi-oe  te  n-A  ceite  '5  A 

II. 


A  ci|i    fein  *oo  -peinn, 
Kinn  ^AC  -peA-pfA  T)'  A]1  Ait  leif  t>o  rheAiiiAjAAt) 
O  Y  beAg  imm-oe  tocc  ctuirrpce  A  ceotcA  bmn  ; 
A  c|ioit)e  beic  '5  A  bp-peAT) 


III. 


o  iiAi]A  -pe  t)    A  |\in  ;  A^Uf  -oeti^  fe  -OA 
So  An  meut)  bi  '^A  ceAn^Ail  A1|\  cAlAth 
Tli  IUAU  '^Ab-pA-p  cpom-gti'L  A  ti^e  Aon  ygi 
'S  ni  beix)  'b-A-o     An  A  ceite   An  UAirh 


IV. 


O  *oeAnn  UAITTI  t>i  Y  Ari  ^1C  b-^puil  HA 
'HtiAi|i  geAtteAnn  pAt)  rnA|iAc  ^tonAc: 

bei-6  Y°1M*U5A'°  ^T1  A  f^^11  ^^t1  r^iS^At)  Ann 
'O  n-A  <oil/-inni'p  -pem  A  CA  bnonAc. 
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SHE  IS  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND. 

AIR — Open  the  door. 
I. 

She  is  far  from  the  land  where  her  young  hero  sleeps, 

And  lovers  are  round  her  sighing  ; 
But  coldly  she  turns  from  their  gaze,  and  weeps, 

For  her  heart  in  his  grave  is  lying. 

II. 

She  sings  the  wild  songs  of  her  dear  native  plains, 

Every  note  which  he  lov'd  awaking ; — 
Ah !  little  they  think  who  delight  in  her  strains, 

How  the  heart  of  the  Minstrel  is  breaking. 

III. 

He  had  liv'd  for  his  love,  for  his  country  he  died : 
They  were  all  that  to  life  had  entwin'd  him : 

Nor  soon  shall  the  tears  of  his  country  be  dried, 
Nor  long  will  his  love  stay  behind  him. 

IV. 

Oh !  make  her  a  grave  where  the  sunbeams  rest 
When  they  promise  a  glorious  morrow : 

They  '11  shine  o'er  her  sleep  like  a  smile  from  the  West, 
From  her  own  lov'd  island  of  sorrow. 
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txptnt  An  uruMl  is 

—  Siop  Aguf  piop  Viom 


I. 


CA  b-puit  An  upiAi     if  CAi|\e 

A  nt^eibeAt  cpUATO,  ctiAp  riAi|\e, 

T)A  m-bei'6eA>6  Ann, 

HAC  t)-uA|\n6cA>6 
'tl  Aic  meAu'  -p^01  cuinj5 
CIA  An  c-poi-oe  -pAoi  e^ceAfic  ctAonuA, 
A  >o->pAn|?A'6  te  beic  AonuA: 

'S  50  m-b'  Aoibm   T>6, 

T)A  m-bei'oeA'6  po]A-beo 
Ann   ucc  An   Ai|At)-]Ai5,  pnce. 
St<\n  IOAU,  Cine  !  —  bi*6  -p^An, 
A  cAomeAj"  A-JA  n-A|A  te 


II. 


Hi  AnnfA  An 

UA  beo  ^An  bAinu, 

'HA  An  >ot,Aoig 


IDo'n  m-btiA'OAc,  but) 

UA  AJ\  5-co-p  Ain  tj-p 

UA  An  t^lAf-rhei^'  UO^CA  Ann 

'S  IAD  le  n-A|i  -o-UAob, 

TiAn  ct/i-p  A  |\iAth, 
'S  An  nAtfiAix)  ]iorhAinn  '5  op 
StAn  teAu,  d|ie!  b^o  -ptAn, 
A  cAomeAf  A]i  n-An  te  t>eo|AAib 
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OH !   WHERE  'S   THE    SLAVE. 

AIR — Sios  agus  sios  lorn. 
I. 

Oh !  where  's  the  slave  so  lowly, 
Condemn'd  to  chains  unholy, 

Who,  could  he  burst 

His  bonds  at  first, 
Would  pine  beneath  them  slowly  ? 
What  soul,  whose  wrongs  degrade  it, 
Would  wait  till  time  decay 'd  it, 

When  thus  its  wing 

At  once  may  spring 
To  the  throne  of  him  who  made  it  ? 

Farewell,  Erin, — farewell,  all 

Who  live  to  weep  our  fall. 

II. 

Less  dear  the  laurel  growing 
Alive,  untouch'd,  and  blowing, 

Than  that  whose  braid 

Is  pluck'd  to  shade 
The  brows  with  victory  glowing. 
We  tread  the  land  that  bore  us, 
Her  green  flag  glitters  o'er  usf 

The  friends  we  Ve  tried 

Are  by  our  side, 
And  the  foe  we  hate  before  us. 

Farewell,  Erin — farewell,  all 

Who  live  to  weep  our  fall. 
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AIR  trr  lieu  peiti  gUxc 

—  toe  Silin. 
I. 


tTIo  x>it  eiViu  loice!  AIJ\  m'  ucu 
51*6  ^iifi  euttng  An  upeut)  U<MU,  fo  t)' 
UA  An  'pmi^eA'6   Ann  ^An  X)ubcAn,  ' 
le  t)o  co-pAinc  le 


II. 


An   ceAf-g-pA'o,  50  TnA]i'|:A>6  -pe  •peA-priiAC,  nAc  coin, 
Une  bnon  A'-p  cne  ^AjA'oeA'p,  cne  nAijie  '-p  cne  5"L6i|i, 
Hi  'tmi  eol^AC  no  imni'oeAc,  mA  cAin  Ain  coine  fAO]i, 
Ace  CA'f  A'TTI,  CIA  bi^  cu,  50  13-1:1111  mo  gnAX)  o^u--pA  pon. 


III. 


T)o  gAin  onm  Ain^eAt,  CJAA  toi  cu  A 

me  mAn  Ain^eAl,  cpiA  cu  beiu  -pAOi  leun ; 
leAn'mumu  t)o  Lon^,  cne  Jetin-cemce  ueo, 
go  *oo  co-pAinu  Y  t>o  cutfroAcc,  le  mo  bA-p  no  mo  beo. 
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COME,  EEST  IN  THIS  BOSOM. 

AIR — Lough  Sheeling. 

I. 

Come,  rest  in  this  bosom,  my  own  stricken  deer, 

Tho'  the  herd  have  fled  from  thee,  thy  home  is  still  here  ; 

Here  still  is  the  smile  that  no  cloud  can  o'ercast, 

And  a  heart  and  a  hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last. 


II. 


Oh !  what  was  love  made  for,  if 't  is  not  the  same 
Thro'  joy  and  thro1  torment,  thro'  glory  and  shame? 
I  know  not,  I  ask  not,  if  guilt 's  in  that  heart, 
I  but  know  that  I  love  thee  whatever  thou  art. 


III. 


Thou  hast  call'd  me  thy  Angel  in  moments  of  bliss, 
And  thy  Angel  I  11  be  'mid  the  horrors  of  this, 
Thro'  the  furnace,  unshrinking,  thy  steps  to  pursue, 
And  shield  thee,  and  save  thee,  or  perish  there  too. 


100  AbiiAin  Am  eminn 


UA  euttnjre  50  T>ed  tiAinn  An  tbctiArm  bi  A 

— S'A  imiifmin  -oil/if. 


I. 

UA  euttnjce  50  'oeo  tiAinn  An  tocnAnn  bi  A 
TTlAn  'oeAtnA'o  An   IAG  git  AI$  f  01  tfi  1154-6  546 

beot>ACAH  te  n-A  gAeuib  UAniie  nA 
'S  A  tionAt)  te  n-A  foltif  HA  ftnte  bi 

etittngue  —  V  An    lonnAifi,  A  -o'  ^5  ]-e  ITIAJA   |ietitcA, 
i  5111-6  ACU  ^tAn-teu^Uf  t)o  cAbAi]\u  Aifi  nA 
ei-oeAf  AI^  -oubAii  AIJA  |M§AcuAib  An  "ooiiiAin  Ain 
Ace  50  "h-Aijtme  opu,  6qAinn  !  A  ctnfle  mo  cnoix)e 


II. 

iji  V  Ap-o  bi  t)o  -6615,  qiA  bi  An  §toi|A  wt)  -O'A 

*Oo  ciinciott  q\i  neulcA  unoin',  *oopcA  An  c-fAo§Ait: 

bi  pnme  n'ei^p  A  geun-cinn^  t>o  bpi'peA'6,  AI^  -poilpugA'6 

'tluAip  AiiiAit  mAp  §AU  5peme?  A 
O!  ni  ci-opeAiA  coi'oce  A]iif,  Ann-pA 
Aon  Am  co  h-Aoibm,   6\\\  bi  cAom-guu  ^AC  cmne 
'S  ^AC  |n§Acc'  AI^  cup  te  ceite:  '-p  b'  A-pt),  bmn  x>o  cttuneAt) 

ITlATom-ceot  nA  -pAoipfe,  femn  Cine  6  c|AOit)e. 


III. 

Ace  j;|iAine  Ain  HA  cio-pAm,  nAp  b'  Ait  teo  ACC 

'S   AI|\  An    cAi]voneAm,  nAn  ctAon  te  n-A  mAic  fem  A  t)-coit, 
Di  AI^  cAi-opeAT),  mAn  An-onAif,  6i5-x)6ig  nA 
'S  AI^  Atcoin  HA  "h-Ai-pe  t)o  bAi-px>  i  te  -pint. 
'  eutung  50  'oeo  UAinn  An  Aiftmg  bpe 

*o'  Anti-oeom  nA  ^-cpoi'oue  |"onAmA>OAc 
t)'eini5  6  uuf  one  50  tonnnAc,  '-p  50  ti 
,  'tin  CAittce,  tin  CAifge  mo  cnoi-oe. 
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T  IS  GONE,  AND  FOR  EVER. 

AIR — 'Sa    mhuirnm   dills. 
I. 

T  is  gone,  and  for  ever,  the  light  we  saw  breaking, 

Like  Heaven's  first  dawn  o'er  the  sleep  of  the  dead — 
When  Man,  from  the  slumber  of  ages  awaking, 

Look'd  upward,  and  bless'd  the  pure  ray,  ere  it  fled. 
'T  is  gone,  and  the  gleams  it  has  left  of  its  burning 
But  deepen  the  long  night  of  bondage  and  mourning, 
That  dark  o'er  the  kingdoms  of  earth  is  returning, 
And  darkest  of  all,  hapless  Erin,  o'er  thee. 

II. 

For  high  was  thy  hope,  when  those  glories  were  darting 

Around  thee  thro'  all  the  gross  clouds  of  the  world ; 
When  Truth,  from  her  fetters  indignantly  starting, 

At  once  like  a  Sun-burst  her  banner  unfurled. 
Oh !  never  shall  earth  see  a  moment  so  splendid — 
Then,  then — had  one  Hymn  of  Deliverance  blended 
The  tongues  of  all  nations — how  sweet  had  ascended 
The  first  note  of  Liberty,  Erin,  from  thee  ! 

III. 

But,  shame  on  those  tyrants  who  envied  the  blessing ! 

And  shame  on  the  light  race  unworthy  its  good, 
Who,  at  Death's  reeking;  altar,  like  Furies  caressiner 

o  O 

The  young  hope  of  Freedom,  baptiz'd  it  in  blood ! 
Then  vanish'd  for  ever  that  bright,  sunny  vision, 
Which,  spite  of  the  slavish,  the  cold  heart's  derision, 
Shall  long  be  remember'd,  pure,  bright,  and  elysian, 

As  first  it  arose,  my  lost  Erin,  on  thee. 
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Am  eminn. 


>oo  cormAmc  AIR 

—  ttloVL. 


I. 


T)o  connAijic  AIJA  inAitnn,  Ain  An  rhtnfi  t)'eip  A 
An  lon^  b^e-Ag  -pAoi  feotcAib  50  h-Atum  ^1 
*Oo  'oeApcAf  Apf,  —  ^'-p  An  §^iAn  CA^V  eif 
•  t)i   AH   tong  A1|\  An   ^AineArh,  '-p  An   unite  'ne 


II. 

rhtunin  A'f  Ain 
lAeue  A-p 


Stm  -pomplA 
1TlA|i  -ptm 
bi-oeAnn  nA  conn  A,  Ai]i  A-p  -pmceAt),  t)'  AJA 


'S 


An 


nA 


,  ueAcu 


III. 


HA  CJAACC  tiom  Ai]i  ceim,  no  AI^I  ceAnnA-p  A 
JleAn   t)O|\cA  A|i  n-oToce,  mAn  pArh-potuf  -pe, 

Acu  uA'bAiyv  t)Am   t^Aece  U^A  nA  mAi'one  AI^  foi 
An   ^ubAin   niop  Aitte,  'nA  tocnAnn   ttn-oe 


IV. 


CIA  A-p  nAc  rn-bei'oeA'6  CUTTIA   n-t)iAi5  AID   ux>  nA  *oite, 

HAib  pubAitce  An   ctmiAinn   'CUJA  bt,Au  Ap  A  bA-p; 
'S  c-pOToe  mA-p  c-pAnn,   u-p,   Atum   coiVle  ]?AOI   bile, 
-O'A  X)6i'  ^eA-bAtAT)  6'n   c-pu§  cni   n-A 
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I  SAW  FROM  THE  BEACH 

AIR — Miss  Molly. 

I. 

I  saw  from  the  beach,  when  the  morning  was  shining, 
A  bark  o'er  the  waters  move  gloriously  on ; 

I  came  when  the  sun  o'er  that  beach  was  declining, 
The  bark  was  still  there,  but  the  waters  were  gone. 

II. 

And  such  is  the  fate  of  our  life's  early  promise, 
So  passing  the  spring-tide  of  joy  we  have  known; 

Each  wave,  that  we  danc'd  on  at.  morning,  ebbs  from  us, 
And  leaves  us,  at  eve,  on  the  bleak  shore  alone. 

III. 

Ne'er  tell  me  of  glories  serenely  adorning 

The  close  of  our  day,  the  calm  eve  of  our  night : — 

Give  me  back,  give  me  back  the  wild  freshness  of  Morning, 
Her  clouds  and  her  tears  are  worth  Evening's  best  light. 

IV. 

Oh !  who  would  not  welcome  that  moment's  returning 
When  passion  first  wak'd  a  new  life  through  his  frame, 

And  his  soul — like  the  wood  that  grows  precious  in  burning- 
Gave  out  all  its  sweets  to  love's  exquisite  flame  ? 


<MH  emirm. 


CUAC  UTAH  's  com  SUAS  lion, 


—  "bob  A*f  Seon. 

1 


An    CUAC  inA|\  Y  C°1F  fUA]*  lion, 

le   lm 
Silc  Ai|i 

t)i"6eAnn   6 


An  gjtmn   co  In  AC 
Le  'nuAip    X)o  £15   rnAfi  CAOJA 

U]AI  CHACA  IA^CA  lionrhA-p. 
An   CUAC,   m  A-p  Y  C^11 

l^e  lm   -AlA  t)oiTfiin 


t}iT)eAnn    6  ^AC   irnni-6 
II. 


An   -pgetil, 

'pUtlAWA    Altt 

An    cAoi-p,   Y  °    neAni   nA 
A  nuA-p  A  gAeue. 
-put)   YA  b-^leAT)   c|\tnn' 

tn-o   50   cmce, 
O   neAiii    nA  h 

HA  ^Aece 
An    CUAC  mA|\  Y   coin,  fUA-p  lion. 

III. 


ClA    An     bA|\     Ug'OAtt    A    bl 

'S  x)ttAl  pop   fA^Ail   ni 
^o   m-bif)eAnn   50  -|^io|i  A 

CU1T)     -AIOATO    pOTlA 
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FILL  THE   BUMPER   FAIR. 

AIR — Bob  and  Joan. 
I. 

Fill  the  bumper  fair ! 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 
O'er  the  brow  of  Care. 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 
Wit's  electric  flame 

Ne'er  so  swiftly  passes, 
As  when  thro'  the  frame 

It  shoots  from  brimming  glasses. 
Fill  the  bumper  fair ! 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 
O'er  the  brow  of  Care, 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 

II. 

Sages  can,  they  say, 

Grasp  the  lightning's  pinions, 
And  bring  down  its  ray 

From  the  starr'd  dominions. 
So  we,  Sages,  sit 

And  'mid  bumpers  bright'ning, 
From  the  heaven  of  Wit 

Draw  down  all  its  lightning. 


III. 

Wouldst  thou  know  what  first 
Made  our  souls  inherit 

This  ennobling  thirst 

For  wine's  celestial  spirit? 
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50   -pAiceA     -o    eu 
An    ce'   501-0   Af,   fAoi 
An    ceme,    -pein    nA 
An    CUAC   mAn   'f   C01F   fUAr  t-ion. 


IV. 


conn, 
Le  cAbAi-pc  'ntiAf  A-p  cnic 

HA  n-t>eAue  ^eAt,  An 
Ace   6  mAtt  teim    A 

'OijA  •oeAncA'D  meAf5  nA 
ConAinc  CUAC  'nnA  lui'oe, 

bu-6  te  t)AccA-p  fubAc  nA   neulcA, 
An   CUAC  THAN    Y   C^1"P   ftfA-p  tion. 


V. 


i  Ann   f 

'^A^At)  n'eif  nA  h-oit)ce, 
Uinc  'oniute  Ann-pA  b-pon, 
puigeAll  'pteA'6 

e  pocA 
I  on  A,  Ain 

A-p  coi^eAnn  cnoi*6e 

T)  A    '0-C15    Af    CUAC    T>e,    CGAUA. 

An  CUAC  THAN  '-p  coin  pUAf  lion. 
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It  chanced  upon  that  day, 

When,  as  bards  inform  us, 
Prometheus  stole  away 

The  living  fires  that  warm  us. 


IV. 

The  careless  Youth,  when  up 

To  Glory's  fount  aspiring, 
Took  nor  urn  nor  cup 

To  hide  the  pilfered  fire  in. 
But,  oh !  his  joy !  when,  round 

The  halls  of  heaven  spying, 
Among  the  stars  he  found 

A  bowl  of  Bacchus  lying. 


V. 


Some  drops  were  in  that  bowl, 

Remains  of  last  night's  pleasure, 
With  which  the  Sparks  of  Soul 

Mix'd  their  burning  treasure. 
Hence  the  goblet's  shower 

Hath  such  spells  to  win  us ; 
Hence  its  mighty  power 

O'er  that  flame  within  us. 
Fill  the  bumper  fair ! 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 
O'er  the  brow  of  Care, 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 


15 
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'ctitnu  AtisA  tno  ume. 


I. 

'C|\uic  AnpA  mo  cij\e,  Ann  •ooyicA'OAp  bi  pnce, 

.t)i  piAfi-cinn§  HA  cofOA  one  pAif^ce  50  ceAnn ; 
*Oo  £015  me  A-p  ^eibeAt,  t)'  eip  *oo  cinbpeAc  beic 

-Ai]i  -oo  ceti'OAi'b  f^eic  ^Aece,  A'f  foltn-p  -pA 
Ui  ]?UAHTI  'pun'OAc  ]?eACA  *oo  b'  Ae|\Aije  '-p  but)  bmne, 

/Ait^  'oupAcu  t)o  ceu'OA,  'bi  "piiAnmAji,  ctim   ceoit; 
Ace  bitM-p  co  neAtii-eot^Ac  AI|V  ftiA|\cAp  '-p  AI-JA  linn  tie 

50  m-bpipeAnn  AH  bpon   cpi  x>o  fugAigil  50 


II. 


beAnnAcc  le  *oo  bmn-^Aecib,  'cpinc  c]ioitn 
So  An  >o1<\oig  1)6151  on  AC  t)AncA,  x>o  t)eAnpAm'  A 
Ueit>,  AY  co-oAil  pAoi  f^Aii  lonn^Aig  ^Aipce  Ain  DO  ftJAn 
^o  b-|?A§AiX)  meu^A  niof  -pcuAmA  Ain  t)o  ueut)Ail:)  cnin1, 
tTlA  bi  cpoi-oe  ^Aifgig  qAeunrfiAiji,  ciiA-^HA'OAig,  no  -p 
'5A  5'C01M1<U5A<°»  A15  eip-oeAcu  te  femmm  Ap  n- 
Hi  jiAib  AniiAm-pA  ACC  oiceo^  neAm-biAi^rhAn  nA 
uAic-pe  X)o  cAimc  An  -piiAim  bmn  AthAin. 
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DEAR  HARP  OF  MY  COUNTRY. 

AIR—  Langofee. 
I. 

Dear  Harp  of  my  Country !  in  darkness  I  found  thee, 

The  cold  chain  of  silence  had  hung  o'er  thee  long, 
When  proudly,  my  own  Island  Harp,  1  unbound  thee, 

And  gave  all  thy  chords  to  light,  freedom,  and  song ! 
The  warm  lay  of  love  and  the  light  note  of  gladness 

Have  waken'd  thy  fondest,  thy  liveliest  thrill ; 
But  so  oft  hast  thou  echo'd  the  deep  sigh  of  sadness, 

That  ev'n  in  thy  mirth  it  will  steal  from  thee  still. 


II. 

Dear  Harp  of  my  Country !  farewell  to  thy  numbers  : 

This  sweet  wreath  of  song  is  the  last  we  shall  twine ; 
Go,  sleep  with  the  sunshine  of  Fame  on  thy  slumbers, 

Till  touch'd  by  some  hand  less  unworthy  than  mine : 
If  the  pulse  of  the  patriot,  soldier,  or  lover, 

Have  throbb'd  at  our  lay,  't  is  thy  glory  alone : 
I  was  but  as  the  wind,  passing  heedlessly  over, 

And  all  the  wild  sweetness  I  wak'd  was  thy  own. 


]j(3  AbiiAin   AIR  eiturm. 


ctitnu 


I. 


A  cntnc  cAom  !  -cm^Aim  A]Aif 

*Oo  ceoit,  bi  bAicce  fAoi   co-otA*6 

t)eo}A  t)o  f^AtAAtriAji,  'f  APf  "o'&T  1-Aeue 
A  *oo  CA^A-O  A  !AP  t)eo|\  bom  — 
ioyv  b]\if  O^AU  ^ujiAAX),  ACU  inA]\  TIA 
^15  A  -jAAib  6  neAiii  A  fiinn  Y 

'S    t>0    CAT!  At)    b^AtUt),    TIlAp    t)O    b^tUX)    50 

AI]A  nA  -p  Ait  005'  50  fo 


11. 


,  6  "oo  -pemn  *ouinn   x)o  ceu'OA 
13i  Atn   c<yiuiAeime,  A'^  n-eif  CO^AI-O  pou, 
,  "oo  tenn  te  ^occtif 
)ub,  c-pom,  Vm  A 
Acu  66-pvo  Y  ^^  AbjAAin  AY  'OATIUA  bmne 
r<\i]A  ci]A  Y  A1P  conn  t>'A  f^eiu  ^An  f^ic, 
'S  AI^  tionA-o  Ai^ne  nA  ftuAg  le  ttunne, 
'O'A  m-bAjAy\  m  -ptiAin  uti  ACC  bpfeAt)  c|\oit)e 


III. 


CIA  bei'oeA'o  A  -peiueAX),  'cntnc  c|Aom,  AI-JA 
'O  t)o  u|Aom-uetiX)Ail:),  *oe  6eo1uAi1:>  bmn': 

'O  ipm-peo^  mATone,  be-meAt)  co  UIAACAITIAII 
'tl  Aic  ^ei^e  A15  eA^CAom  A  h-Aoife  A1|A  tmn. 

CiAnno-p  A^AJAO'-O  AIJA  -pon  fAO]A-p'  -oo  gAeue. 
THo  6|Atiiu  i?em  'oiti^p,  Ain  A  b-]?tnt  A^AID 

'S  An   cpAob,  le  n-gteA^Aim  t>o  cum  AY  t)' 

CA  figce  fi  le  flAbuAi-oe  AY  bl.Ac. 
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MY    GENTLE    HARP. 

AIR — The  Caoine  or  Dirge. 

I. 

My  gentle  Harp !  once  more  I  waken 

The  sweetness  of  thy  slumbering  strain  ; 
In  tears  our  last  farewell  was  taken, 

And  now  in  tears  we  meet  again. 
No  light  of  song  hath  o'er  thee  broken, 

But  like  those  harps  whose  heavenly  skill 
Of  slavery,  dark  as  thine,  have  spoken — 

Thou  hang'st  upon  the  willow  still. 


II. 


And  yet,  since  last  thy  chord  resounded, 

An  hour  of  peace  and  triumph  came, 
And  many  an  ardent  bosom  bounded 

With  hopes — that  now  are  turn'd  to  shame. 
Yet  even  then  while  peace  was  singing 

Her  halcyon  song  o'er  land  and  sea, 
Though  joy  and  hope  to  others  bringing, 

She  only  brought  new  tears  to  thee. 


III. 


Then,  who  can  ask  for  notes  of  pleasure, 

My  drooping  harp,  from  chords  like  thine  ? 
Alas,  the  lark's  gay  morning  measure 

As  ill  would  suit  the  swan's  decline  ! 
Or  how  shall  I,  who  love,  who  bless  thee, 

Invoke  thy  breath  for  freedom's  strains, 
When  ev'n  the  wreaths  in  which  I  dress  thee 

Are  sadly  mix'd — half  flow'rs,  half  chains  1 
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IV. 


Ace  cu^Ain,  Y  1T1^  c^  Arm  ^o   cum,  C 

Aon  gnu  ArhAin  pAn-pA  nAc  b-pnt  p\oi  fuAn, 
COJAJAUI§  •OAm-'pA  fe,  AY  cAbAijv  po-p  *O'A 


Aoibinn  femneAf  cu   A  IA]A  HA  ^ 
A  bit)eA]~  fonn  tinnneAc  *O'A  gAbdil  50  t^vmn, 
iomAi§  111eAninoin  bp-pce,  beit)i 
Ai  -pqMo-p  Y  ^1^  f'A'pAc  50  h-AOHA]AAC,  bmn. 


SIIAtil    t)'An   LOUIS    A1111 


—  An  cokilm  x>'  1^5  me  'tno  -61 

I. 

-pnArh  -D'A^A  tom^  Ann  A^vm  ^AOC' 
l/e'  ]AAib  A  -peotcA  UonuA, 
o  cit)]:eA'6  An  b|\AU  A  |"ceAC  6'n 
Cum  AH   ctiAin,  '-o'  ^A^  p,  pnce. 
if  mAlt  AJA  i^iubAt  Y  A11 


1TlA]-\  ATI  ton^-bttAc  -p^Aoilue  Ann  Ai}\x)e. 
II. 


ATI  Atn',  CUAI*O  CA|\C  mA|A  ceo 
,  'burm  nA  ybei-oe; 
t)it)eAnn  b]ion  AY  ^Ai^'oeocA'p  po^-beo, 


'S  YiUAiyi  •oiipuigeAnn   ceotuA   ylAc  Y  ^n  b--pteiT), 

^AC    CAltlt)eACC    Og    AY    CjAOTOAlilAlt  -- 

*O'AJA  fAn  'nnA|A  n  ^lAig,  bi*6eAnn   CUAC  A1|\  leic 
Y  '5  A  61  50 
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IV 


But  come,  if  yet  thy  frame  can  borrow 

One  breath  of  joy — oh!  breathe  for  me, 
And  show  the  world  in  chains  and  sorrow, 

How  sweet  thy  music  still  can  be ; 
How  gaily,  ev'n  'mid  gloom  surrounding, 

Thou  yet  canst  wake  at  pleasure's  thrill- 
Like  Memnon's  broken  image  sounding, 

'Mid  desolation  tuneful  still ! 


AS    SLOW    OUR    SHIP. 

AIR —  The  girl  I  left  behind  me. 
I. 

As  slow  our  ship  her  foamy  track 

Against  the  wind  was  cleaving, 
Her  trembling  pennant  still  look'd  back 

To  the  dear  isle  't  was  leaving. 
So  loath  we  part  from  all  we  love, 

From  all  the  links  that  bind  us ; 
So  turn  our  hearts  where'er  we  rove, 

To  those  we've  left  behind  us. 


II. 


When,  round  the  bowl,  of  vanish'd  years 

We  talk,  with  joyous  seeming, — 
With  smiles,  that  might  as  well  be  tears, 

So  faint,  so  sad  their  beaming ; 
While  mem'ry  brings  us  back  again 

Each  early  tie  that  twin'd  us, 
Oh !  sweet  's  the  cup  that  circles  then 

To  those  we  've  left  behind  us. 
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III. 

A  'o-ci]\ab  coi^nigeACA,  An 
*Oo  cmmuix)  mn-pe 

'S  ^AC  111*6  -pAcn  btAc,  ACC 
'S  AH  compott  CAOITI  *oo 

but)  rhoji  AH  -potA-p  AIJA  A|1 


T)A  m-bei-oeAt)  -put)  A^Ainn  te  n-A-p  in-bic 
Ann  Aom--peAcc 


IV. 


fO1]A, 

o  niAVl  AI^  ueAcc  HA  h-oi'oce, 
bpeAuntigA-o  Aip  An  IA  AI-|A 
Tloirh   etiinAT)  UAi*6e  coi"6ce: 

ip  ceit^GAn   pA|\  A|A  n-*oeA|\c, 
O  bfiUACAib  5^|HA'  11<x   n-UAinie, 
£  tocpiAn  ^eAt  nA 
neuluA 


'SA  ^-cne  beiT)eAs  AH  CARAT). 

•ponn  —  c^etinA 
I. 


^  bei-oeAp  An  CAJIA-O,  A1|\  ]\Aib  A^AU  ^nA-o, 
-6  A  IOCCA  Y  A  luAinineAcc  fAgcA  Y  -A  5-cilt; 
116,  6  Y>   uAiri   u|AOin,  A  b-£tnt  Ann,  mA  CO^CAJA  AH 


Ace,  6  mA  CA  bjAonAc  te  cturhnugA-o  An  f^eut, 
5^1^   eultii^  te  CAUU^ATO  6'n  c-^otu-p  A  ciAoi'oe, 

1p  Aoibm  An  ctnmnugA'6  50  m-bti'6  cu-fA  An  ]ieut, 
't)o  foitpg  An  A  bAite  fe  tA]i  •otibAn,      A 
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III. 

And  when  in  other  climes  we  meet 

Some  isle  or  vale  enchanting, 
Where  all  looks  flow'ry,  wild,  and  sweet, 

And  nought  but  love  is  wanting ; 
We  think  how  great  had  been  our  bliss, 

If  heaven  had  but  assigned  us 
To  live  and  die  in  scenes  like  this, 

With  some  we  Ve  left  behind  us. 

IV. 

As  travelers  oft  look  back  at  eve, 

When  eastward  darkly  going, 
To  gaze  upon  that  light  they  leave 

Still  faint  behind  them  glowing, — 
So,  when  the  close  of  pleasure's  day 

To  gloom  hath  near  consign'd  us, 
We  turn  to  catch  one  fading  ray 

Of  joy  that  's  left  behind  us. 


WHEN   COLD   IN  THE   EARTH. 

AIR  — Limerick's  Lamentation, 
I. 

When  cold  in  the  earth  lies  the  friend  thou  hast  lov'd, 

Be  his  faults  and  his  follies  forgot  by  thee  then; 
Or,  if  from  their  slumber  the  veil  be  remov'd, 

Weep  o'er  them  in  silence,  and  close  it  again. 
And  oh  !  if 't  is  pain  to  remember  how  far 

From  the  pathways  of  light  he  was  tempted  to  roam, 
Be  it  bliss  to  remember  that  thou  wert  the  star 

That  arose  on  his  darkness,  and  guided  him  home. 

16 
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II. 


1lAic--pe  Y  6  *°'  Ailte,  5  AH  fmAl  AIJI,  t)o 

-dn  c-eA^nA  t)o  ctAon  fe  cum  po^i-gnAt)  50  moji, 

AipeArh  *oo  fpiojAAit}  ton^iAC  A  cAf, 
'O  tiA  105111  Aigce  uAi]i',  'O'A  i\Aib  uAb']\cA  50  leo]i. 

CA    A    IJGACA    t)tlb,    HIGA-p^CA    Le    ^AOC, 

IA^  ciunAf  ^eAL,  |"Anii  Ai]i  An  cunin, 
'S  iriA  bi   clAOHA'6  A  lAeue  te  tetif  AoibAiiiAit  bm-o 
'S 


III. 

'S  cit)  t)'  ei|\ocA'6  6  bAoife  nA  h-oi^e  •oub-neut, 
'S  C1-6  feotocAX)  a\]\  feAC]\An  '-p  A1]A  1'eAcniAl  fe, 

pugAt)  A1]A  AH  5l-6i]A,  bi   '-p  HA  jioi'pc  tit)  mA]i  -petil, 
mtnt  -pcApAT)  AII  bAoi-pe  Y  At1  feACfiAii  50  li-eti^. 
^Ai|\c  HA  ^i^cme,  le  ^AtA'6  "oe  'n  LA, 
)e<N^  A  IA^AT)  HA  1i-Atc6|AA  bi  ^iTiti'OArhAi'L  -pAoi  ceo  : 

bi    1"llbAl1ce,    -AO11    CAIIlAt,    tA5-b|\1§AC,    ]:A0 

D'  umping  Aip  A  fmi^eAt)  'f  ^  tA-pcA  50  beo. 


bi  cmue  51*6 

n   Ui^-eon. 
I. 


i   cmce  51-6  ITA^CA  UAI^,  co   fA-o  '-p  bemeAf  me  beo, 
HAC  n-eutocAi'6  t)o  ctniiAn  Af  mo  6|Aoit)e  f  dg  50  *oeo  ; 
Hio-p  "oilfe  I^AOI  cpiom-b|Aon,  -pAoi  X)iibACAn  '-p 
'tiA  ci|iue  i-p  ueA^Aige  Aifi  foitpgeAtin  An 


II. 

"OA  m-bei-oeAt)  mAn  b'  AIC  t/iom,  m6|i,  Apt),  -pAOji,  A  g 
T)e  'n  mtnn,  p^Aic  nA  feoToe;  -oe  'n  CIJA,  I^AIC  nA  m-btAC. 
T)o  cumAcuA  btm  |AenfieAc  bom  -pem  beiu  '5  A  luAt>, 
Ace  mo  cionn  O-JAC  ni  rheu'oocA'o  X)o  ceim,  no  t>o  ciiA'6. 
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II. 

From  tliee  and  thy  innocent  beauty  first  came 

The  revealings,  that  first  taught  true  love  to  adore, 
To  feel  the  bright  presence,  and  turn  him  with  shame     . 

From  the  idols  he  blindly  had  knelt  to  before. 
O'er  the  waves  of  a  life,  long  benighted  and  wild, 

Thou  cam'st  like  a  soft  golden  calm  o'er  the  sea ; 
And  if  happiness  purely  and  glowingly  smiled, 

On  his  evening  horizon,  the  light  was  from  thee. 

III. 

And  tho',  sometimes,  the  shade  of  past  folly  would  rise, 

And  tho'  falsehood  again  should  allure  him  to  stray, 
He  but  turn'd  to  the  glory  that  dwelt  in  those  eyes, 

And  the  folly,  the  falsehood  soon  vanished  away. 
As  the  priests  of  the  Sun,  when  their  altar  grew  dim, 

At  the  day-beam  alone  could  its  lustre  repair ; 
So,  if  virtue  a  moment  grew  languid  in  him, 

He  but  flew  to  that  smile,  and  rekindled  it  there. 


REMEMBER  THEE!  YES. 

AIR — Castle  Tirowen. 

I. 

Remember  thee  !  yes,  while  there  's  life  in  this  heart, 
It  shall  never  forget  thee,  all  lorn  as  thou  art ; 
More  dear  in  thy  sorrow,  thy  gloom,  and  thy  showers, 
Than  the  rest  of  the  world  in  their  sunniest  hours. 

II. 

Wert  thou  all  that  I  wish  thee — great,  glorious,  and  free, 
First  flow'r  of  the  earth,  and  first  gem  of  the  sea, 
I  might  hail  thee  with  prouder,  with  happier  brow,' 
But,  oh !  could  I  love  thee  more  deeply  than  now? 
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III. 


ceAcc,  te  tjeiitt-ctntope,  t)o  t)'  fmt  50  citig,  ceAnn, 
'S  fe  -poitpJeAnn  A  ^-ctifAArn  niof  ceA^A]iAJ  x>o  ctAnn, 
tTlAjA  ATI  c-Al  Ann-p  An  b-)?AfAc  '-p  A  neAX)  ueA^^AC  ceo, 
'5  A  g-congbAit  Le  -puit  bjionn  A  mAUA|\  po|A-beo. 


-dm 

•ponn  —  tlo^A  Ati  61  fee 
I. 


HA  ctiAice, 
1f  ^tAi-pe   t)e  g-peAn 
50  neAiii    11  A 
tlocu  -put)  1e 

peAm'  neArhc-poi-oAthAl. 
i-oeAnn  An  5fiAt>, 
pice  A  f^Ac, 
'n  A^Ait)  A 
t/e  13615  ^)1  c^^^^ij 
CO'AX>  Y  beitjeA-p  -pi  on  Ann, 
te  Tn-bAicpAmtnx)  A 
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III. 

No ;  thy  chains  as  they  rankle,  thy  blood  as  it  runs, 
But  make  thee  more  painfully  dear  to  thy  sons, 
Whose  hearts,  like  the  young  of  the  desert-bird's  nest, 
Drink  love  in  each  life-drop  that  flows  from  thy  breast. 


WREATHE  THE   BOWL. 

Aiu — Nora  an  Kiste. 
I. 

Wreathe  the  bowl 

With  flow'rs  of  soul, 
The  brightest  Wit  can  find  us  ; 

We  '11  take  a  flight 

Tow'rds  Heav'n  to-night, 
And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us. 

Should  Love  amid 

The  wreaths  be  hid, 
Which  Mirth,  th'  enchanter,  brings  us. 

No  danger  fear, 

While  wine  is  near, 
We  '11  drown  him  if  he  stings  us, 

Then  wreathe  the  bowl 

With  flow'rs  of  soul, 
The  brightest  Wit  can  find  us ; 

We  '11  take  a  flight 

Tow'rds  Heav'n  to-night, 
And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us. 
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II. 


HA  ITOIA,  te 
*Oeoc  neArrmA  'beic  '5  A  in-beot)ACAn, 

'S  CA  Ain  AH  fb§e, 

-An  fjjAiu  tit)  "015^, 
"Oo  meA-p^A-o  -peifi  A|A  n-t)6cAin  :  — 

1TlA|A  fo,  €015  pon, 

An  CIIAC  -ptiAf  lion, 
'S  bi-oeA-6  onicioU,  -ptnte 

'S  te  t^Aece  5^111  n, 

l.A'p  i"iu\^  AH  tmn, 
'S  yeuc  -oeoc  nA  n-lDiA  50 


III. 

CIA  An 


An  CUAC  te  ^AineArh  tionAt), 
'11iiAi|\  1-p  ttiAice  fptic, 
An  pon',  YA  cpuc, 

e,  mt)  nAc  longA'o: 
'O  I  t)tiinn  e  bnonn, 


'S  r>e'n  f^AtA  'oeAnpMti'  -jiomue, 
'gu  f  bei^oi-o  50  piAf, 
T)A  ctnte  ceAcc  Af 

'S  An  t)A  tAob  tAn  50  cmce. 
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II. 


'T  was  nectar  fed. 

Of  old,  't  is  said, 
Their  Junos,  Joves,  Apollos  ; 

But  Man  may  brew 

His  nectar  too, 
The  rich  receipt 's  as  follows  : 

Take  wine  like  this, 

Let  looks  of  bliss 
Around  it  well  be  blended, 

Then  bring  Wit's  beam 

To  warm  the  stream, 
And  there  's  your  nectar,  splendid ! 

So  wreathe  the  bowl,  etc. 


III. 

Say,  why  did  Time 

His  glass  sublime 
Fill  up  with  sands  unsightly, 

When  wine,  he  knew, 

Runs  brisker  through, 
And  sparkles  far  more  brightly  ? 

Oh !  lend  it  us, 

And,  smiling  thus, 
The  glass  in  two  we  '11  sever, 

Make  pleasure  glide 

In  double  tide, 
And  fill  both  ends  for  ever. 

Then  wreathe  the  bowl,  etc. 
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An 

•JTonn  —  CtnriA 
I. 


ttA  •oeA]vmAt>  An  p\iu  AI^I  AJA  pneA-6 
S^AIU  •oeigionAc  HA  IAOC  Ann]"  An 

11  ite  imuijue:  '^tif  pnn-ne  '5  A 
'S  An  cenn  UA     A     "C 


II. 


O  !  T)A  m-b'  f  eit)i|A  6'n  5-c|Ae,  ^tAO'OAc  cum 
nA  5^1^51-615,  UA  eti^uA  A 

e  t<vmn  A\  te 
-pon  -pAoi|\fe  A|.\I]"  50 


III. 

T)A  b-:A:Anitii     HA  c 


O  !  if  cmue  AI]A  ciopAin  50  5-cbffeAX) 

cei]Au,  A  5-cup  ojAAinn  50  ceAnn. 


IV. 


UA    U<N]AU  —  Af    51- 

'S  nA  fUAi^irib,  UA  biieu^AC  no 
bei-6  An  buA-6-ojAC  -pAoi  rfiAllAcu  \  y^oi  neutuAib, 

A1]A    C]AO1X)Ulb    bl 


V. 

An   UAnii  no 


IAOCJAA  ui|A- 
c|\Aob  An  riieix)  A  beToeA- 
c|\eAc  ^AOi]Ape,  50 
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FOEGET  NOT  THE  FIELD. 

AIR — The  Lamentation  of  Limerick. 

I. 

Forget  not  the  field  where  they  perish'd, 

The  truest,  the  last  of  the  brave, 
All  gone — and  the  bright  hope  we  cherished, 

Gone  with  them,  and  quench'd  in  their  grave ! 

II. 

Oh !  could  we  from  death  but  recover 

Those  hearts,  as  they  bounded  before, 
In  the  face  of  high  heaven  to  fight  over 

That  combat  for  Freedom  once  more. 

III. 

Could  the  chain  for  an  instant  be  riven, 

Which  tyranny  flung  round  us  then, 
Oh !  't  is  not  in  Man  nor  in  Heaven 

To  let  tyranny  bind  us  again. 

IV. 

But  't  is  past ;  and  tho'  blazon'd  in  story 

The  name  of  our  victor  may  be, 
Accurst  is  the  march  of  that  glory 

Which  treads  o'er  the  hearts  of  the  free. 

V. 

Far  dearer  the  grave  or  the  prison, 

Illum'd  by  one  patriot  name, 
Than  the  trophies  of  all  who  have  risen 

On  Liberty's  ruins  to  fame. 

17 
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o!  t)o  tArmdib  An  Am1,  CA  A 

J?otin — Hi 't  £iof  Atf\. 

I. 

O  !    -00  tAHHAlto  AH  Am',  CA  A  £-C1AH, 
O  !    t)0  HA  <£A1f 51*61  to  ctltJUAc', 

*Oo  cof Am  ceA|\c,  111  AH  f5^e  HA  to-p 
'S  t)o  toi  16  T)iAn-oi]\c,  ctiiceAc ! 

HA  feAHA  pO]\'  ^O  fOlUl  HAH 


feAlb  cenn,  -oo  fAoqAtng  A*f 
Le  c]\6t)Acu  AY  CAit/meAcc 

O  !    "00  LAHHAlb  AH   A1T1\  UA  A 

O  !    t)O  HA  ^Alf^l'Ol'b  ctlUCAc', 
T)O  COfAIH  CeA]AC,  r»lA|A  f^A1C    HA 

'S  *oo  bi  1 


II. 


O  !  -oo  HA  lAigcib,  'bi  'ntiAip  -pin  AHH, 
O  !  *O'A  m6]vcuif  ]AenneArhAil; 

*O'A  ^-cuiiix)Ac  HI  |AAib  X)I;IH  no  IAHH, 
Acu  IAITIA  IAOCJIA  ceimeAitiAil  ! 

'11tiAi|A  fti  fgiAu  UCUA  •o'Ltic,  mAn  jgeA 


COfAIHC  6  ^AC 

AUAin  5|\Ai:)Ac  HA  HI  gee  ! 
O  !  X)o  HA  nigc-ib,  'bi  'HHAI|I  pn  AHH, 

O  !  -O'A  moH-cuir  tteimeAifiAit; 
^'A  ^-cun'TOAc  HI  nAib  x>un  no  IAHH, 

Ace  IAITIA  LAOCHA  cenneAttiAV  ! 
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OH!  FOR  THE  SWORDS. 

AIR — Name  unknown. 

I. 

Oh  !  for  the  Swords  of  former  time  ! 

Oh  !  for  the  men  who  bore  them  ! 
When,  arm'd  for  Eight,  they  stood  sublime, 

And  tyrants  crouch'd  before  them ! 
When  pure  yet,  ere  courts  began 

With  honours  to  enslave  him, 
The  best  honours  worn  by  man 

Were  those  which  virtue  gave  him. 
Oh  !  for  the  swords,  etc. 


II. 

Oh !  for  the  Kings  who  nourished  then ! 

Oh  !  for  the  pomp  that  crown'd  them, 
When  hearts  and  hands  of  free-born  men 

Were  all  the  ramparts  round  them ! 
When,  safe  built  on  bosoms  true, 

The  throne  was  but  the  centre 
Bound  which  Love  a  circle  drew, 

That  Treason  durst  not  enter. 

Oh !  for  the  kings,  etc. 
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S1tlt)At,  S1th)At  A 

£otin  —  DjAAn-t)Art  nA  t)Ainne. 

I. 

itoAt  A  tom^, 


Kei  |\  rnAfi  feol/pAf  cu,  An  §AOU, 
Hi  bei'DtntH'O  bAicce  A  rn-b|A6n  co 

AY  bimA|\  ceAiiA,  'peA'p'OA  coi*6ce  — 
TS  ^e  AH  ^16]^  t)o  bpif  eA]"  6  ^AC  uonn  ; 

5i"6  An  bAf  beiu  -|?AOI  n-A]i  -pmi^eA'6  'nnA 
tli't  pnn  -ptiAi^,  ceAL^Ac  iriAn  An 
"00  cufo  '  t)o 


II. 

IOAU,  pubAt  teAU,  ^ 
pon,  Y  uni*6  ciunA-p,  IAN  nA  ^AiJ', 
An  iiiuin  1]"  buAinue,  if  ionn<>n  Y 

*Oo  'n  ce  T)'  -p^  >ono 
Ho  —  btiAitceA-|\  pnn  A 

nA]A  utnc  ^AU  pn  An 
iAineAX)  -pAO^Ait  *oe  ] 
T)eAn  Ann,  Y  nA*oeAn  50  t)-ci  pn, 


bem  sAtriAilu  btionA. 

—  Ai|\  An  m-bAite  -po  CA  An 

—  11o  — 
"b  'f-eAnn  1/iom  'nA 

I. 

beijA  ^AriiAitu  bponA  '^Uf  po]i-cpue  cleibe 


Aon  coriiAnuA  cmue  Ain  t)Airh 

1-p  "oeApbcA  t^nn  UAic--pe,  A 

TlAorh  Si  on,  x>o  cAimc  -ptiocc  €hf\eAnn  AY  pot. 
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SAIL  ON,  SAIL  ON. 

AIR — The  Humming  of  the  Ban. 
I. 

Sail  on,  sail  on,  thou  fearless  bark : 

Wherever  blows  the  welcome  wind, 
It  cannot  lead  to  scenes  more  dark, 

More  sad  than  those  we  leave  behind. 
Each  wave  that  passes  seems  to  say : 

"  Though  death  beneath  our  smile  may  be, 
Less  cold  we  are,  less  false  than  they, 

"Whose  smiling  wreck'd  thy  hopes  and  thee  ". 

II. 

Sail  on,  sail  on :  through  endless  years — 

Through  calm — through  tempest — stop  no  more. 
The  stormiest  sea  's  a  resting  place 

To  him  who  leaves  such  hearts  on  shore. 
Or — if  some  desert  land  we  meet, 

Where  never  yet  false-hearted  men 
Profan'd  a  world  that  else  were  sweet, 

Then  rest  thee,  bark,  but  not  till  then. 


YES,  SAD  ONE  OF  SION. 

AIR — In  this  Village  is  the  Cuilin ;  or,  I'd  Rather  than  Ireland. 
I. 

Yes,  sad  one  of  Sion !  if  closely  resembling, 

In  shame  and  in  sorrow,  thy  wither'd-up  heart— 

If  drinking,  deep,  deep,  of  the  same  "cup  of  trembling  ", 
Could  make  us  thy  children,  our  parent  thou  art. 
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II. 

uu  CA  AJI  ttigeAcc  f  AO1  geun-ceATinAf 

ctnuue  6  n-A  ceAnn  UA  An  cfiom-pleA'pt:;  'nriA  tume, 
UA  A  bAitue  Y  A  fnAi-oe  rriAn  f-AfAc  bAn  f^fiiopuA 
S  A  ^-ceAttu  IAN  AH  LAG  -pein,  UA  A  ^|AiAn  'neif  t)ut 


III. 


TI1A]A  -OO  6tAn,  UA  A  'OGOpAI'Oe  lAn  tDOCAIf 

bAif  fAt)  o'n  m-bAite  A  beiu  Ann,  bu*6  f  e  ' 
t)o  'pLiocu,  UA  A  ^tiocu-fAn  tAivoub-bjiom  nA 
tAeue  tonAc'  UA  bAiuue  A 


IV. 

'S  t)UAt  A  bAi'pueAX)  "  beAn  -pA^ue",  niAp  uti]"A  'n  Ain 
UA  A  h-UAifte  'nA  ^lAbAiiDe  '^uf  A  u|ietin-pp 
"S  nA  ceoLuA  1|"  bmne  TDO  ui^  6  n-A 
Se  i      ArhAit  *o6ib  o-nAieAt  nA 


V. 

-ACU  ytlA1|\  UU  "OO  CUIUUJAX)  Y  ^1  ^  tnA-pAC  A 

*Oo  ui^  'neif  An  -otibACAin  -O'A  -pAt)'  i  An  oit)ce, 

'S  An  fAlg-flAU  X)O  g|AeAX)  UU,  -  fUAX)  An   nATJIAIT)  A 

1TlA|A  giotcAc  UA  bnifue  of  po  cotfiAitt  ^An  Aon  b]ii§. 

VI. 

Oip  An  CVIAC  feAjVb  bei^ipeAt)  An  6i]vcAUAin  tinue, 
Di    '^A  cup  te  n-A  bent  j?em  '-p  ^^"o  coin,  ceAnu,  An  cpioc, 
'S  cup  T'Aitt'oeAf  Aip  nA  *oAome,  -pAoi  n-A  ^eun  ceAnnA]"  -pinue, 
An  UAiVl  6  n-A  uAtl/Ait)  Y  °  n^  I/tun  51  -p  An 

VII. 

t)0  ctnc  mAtAcu  neirhe,  bi  A  tD-CAi^e,  50 
A  ceAnAit>e  Y  ^  A  ceAnpAi|AU  lucu-cpeAccA  50  cnom, 
'S  -pAoi  teip--p5iof  |?A  •oeipe  Y  <^5  cnuifiog 
bi  bAn-pi§eAn  HA  JM^ACU'  '5  A  f  AtcAipu  50  tom. 
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II, 

Like  thee  doth  our  nation  lie  conquered  and  broken, 
And  fall'n  from  her  head  is  the  once  royal  crown  ; 

In  her  streets,  in  her  halls,  desolation  hath  spoken, 
And  "  while  it  is  day  yet,  her  sun  hath  gone  down  ". 

III. 

Like  thee  doth  her  exile,  'mid  dreams  of  returning, 
Die  far  from  the  home  it  were  life  to  behold ; 

Like  thine  do  her  sons,  in  the  day  of  their  mourning, 
Remember  the  bright  things  that  bless'd  them  of  old. 

IV. 

Ah  !  well  may  we  call  her,  like  thee,   "  the  forsaken  ", 
Her  boldest  are  vanquish'd,  her  proudest  are  slaves ; 

And  the  harps  of  her  minstrels,  when  gayest  they  waken, 
Have  breathings  as  sad  as  the  wind  over  graves. 

V. 

Yet  hadst  thou  thy  vengeance — yet  cams  there  the  morrow, 
That  shines  out,  at  last,  on  the  longest  dark  night, 

When  the  sceptre  that  smote  thee  with  slav'ry  and  sorrow, 
Was  shiver'd  at  once,  like  a  reed,  in  thy  sight. 

VI. 

When  that  cup,  which,  for  others,  the  proud  Golden  City 
Had  brimm'd  full  of  bitterness,   drench'd  her  own  lips, 

And  the  world  she  had  trampled  on,  heard,  without  pity, 
The  howl  in  her  halls,  and  the  cry  from  her  ships. 

VII. 

When  the  curse  heaven  keeps  for  the  haughty  came  over 
Her  merchants  rapacious,  her  rulers  unjust, 

And — a  ruin,  at  last,  for  the  earth-worm  to  cover, — 
The  Lady  of  Kingdoms  lay  low  in  the  dust. 
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6t  AS  At!  5-CUAC    SO. 

t?onr»—  PACIFIC  O'tlApMj\ce. 
I. 


Ol  Af  An  S-CUAC  -po,  61  p  beAfipAix>  cu 

Tli  op  A-p  ^AC  t)eofi  X)e,  'nn  A^Ait)  Aici*o  A'-p 
HA  qiAcc  A1]A  An  ^eoov-oeoc,  bi  415  din,   THAN  CAJIAI-O, 

tli  jAAib  An  CUAC  pn  ACC  ^An-f^etit;  fo  'n  f^AtA  b-ptnl  cmi 
t)lAp  A^  An  m-botto^  Ain  A  bA|\  A  CA  tonjiAC 

Til  A  Y  miAn  teAu  An  fAogal  fo  t)o 
Ace  uiAom-pAi^c  JJAC  b|\<\on  'oe,  te  cjioi-oe  nAC  m-beit) 

tllA  Y  <^  teAc  beiu  UO^UA  co  h-A]vo 
Cup  cA|\u  An  CUAC;  oip  beup-pAi^  uu 

Tlio^  A|"  ^AC  x>eo|A  x)e  'nn  A^AIX)  AIC'TO  A 
HA  C|\ACU  Ai|\  An  ^eAn  x>eoc,  bi  AI^  6tin, 

Hi  -pAib  An  CUAC  -pm  ACU  -[AAn'-p^eut,  -po  An  f^Al/A  b-p'Ui'L  CIA!  Ann. 

II. 


go  poit  |AiArh  Aon  ^eAn  t)eoc  co  b|\i5rriA|i  nion  ineA'p^A'6, 

Le  n-A]A  ceii'O'pAi'6  A  cttiAnujAT),  niA|\  An  I^A^A  -po  lionrhAji, 
T)o  uion-p^nA'6  A  X)|HOCUA,  An  C|\AC 

An  5|iAn  bo|A|iuA,  ^IAHIAC,  ^AOI  ceA-p 
An  •put)  'n  ei|"  1e  ceA^Ap  An  c--pAn'ipAi'6,  beiu  btnt)e, 

'S^eiueAt)  bAtA-6  '^uf  btAc  An  c-f  eA-pui|\  bu-6 
t)i  ptu  Af  An  -pug  u-o,  'CA  mop  lon^AncAc,  -pon-  l<^n 

Cum  cjAoi'oce  t>o  beocAn,  bei-oeAX)  -ptiA^tiigce  X>'A  eA|"bA, 
O  An  ^-CUAC  mA|\  pt)  6t  6i]i  beunpAit)  cu  o^<xi*o 

tliof  A-p  ^A'C  t)eo|A  t>e  'nn  A^AI-O  Aicit)  A'^  euptAn, 
HA  C^ACC  Aiy\  An  56An-x)eoc  bi  AI^  dim  mA|\  CAJAATO 

Hi  -jAAib  An  CUAC  pn  ACC  |AAn--p5eu1,  fo  An  -p^AlA  b-fuil  ciAl 

III. 

Cl  b'  1peiX)1]A  —  ACC  A1]1  fO  ni  "OUAlcjAACC  A  C01t)Ce  - 

1TIA|A  An  coi|\e  '  m-bit)eAnn  ^eAf  cAille,  -pAi^eA-o  Ain,  50 
g^t1  1AA1^>  Ari  5eAn-*oeoc  fo  '5  A  CAjv 

Ace  m  lAi^e  A  bjAig  -pA  fe  ceAcc  50  neAm-t)1i  g 
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DRINK  OF  THIS  CUP. 

MR— Paddy  O'Rafferty. 
I. 

Drink  of  this  cup  :  you  '11  find  there  's  a  spell  in 

Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality — 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Helen, 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 
Would  you  forget  the  dark  world  we  are  in, 

Only  taste  of  the  bubble  that  gleams  on  the  top  of  it ; 
But  would  you  rise  above  earth,  till  akin 

To  immortals  themselves,  you  must  drain  every  drop  of  it. 
Send  round  the  cup  ;  for,  oh !  there  's  a  spell  in 

Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality. 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Helen, 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 

II. 

Never  was  philter  form'd  with  such  power 

To  charm  and  bewilder  as  this  we  are  quaifing ; 
Its  magic  began  when,  in  Autumn's  rich  hour, 

As  a  harvest  of  gold  in  the  fields  it  stood  laughing. 
There  having,  by  nature's  enchantment,  been  fill'd 

With  the  balm  and  the  bloom  of  her  kindliest  weather, 
This  wonderful  juice  from  its  core  was  distill'd, 

To  enliven  such  hearts  as  are  here  brought  together ! 
Then  drink  of  the  cup :  you  '11  find  there  's  a  spell  in 

Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality. 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Helen, 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 

III. 

And  though,  perhaps — but  breathe  it  to  no  one — 

Like  the  caldron  the  witch  brews  at  midnight  so  awful, 

In  secret  this  philter  was  first  taught  to  flow  on, 
Yet  't  is  n't  less  potent  for  being  unlawful. 

18 
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AtMiAin   AIR  eirnnn. 


HAC  cum  A,  C1-6 

An  t)eACAi<5  o'n 
Ctnn  AH  •ottti 

t)eA|\]?A1X)  fUAjACAf  A]" 

/A]"  An  ^-CUAC  ITIA^  pn  61,  6i)i 
Tliop  Af  £Ac  *oeo|A  -oe,  'nn 

HA  CJAACC  Aifi  An  ^eAn-tDeoc 
Tli  ]iAib  An  cuAcpn  Ac 


'ITIAC  50 


CA  ADriCA 

-^Ait)  uu 
AICI-O  A'^  ettAn 
G-itm,  mA]A  CA]AAI*O, 

-po  An  f^AlA  'b-]:uiL  ci<xt  Ann. 


o! 


ctun 


•ponn  — 


I. 


O  nA  bi  cucu^At)  cum  -pteiue  HA 

'Tl  A  ^-cntiinnigeAnn  An  c-6^  '5^1^  tucu  nA 
-Ace  UAJA  tiom  ]?em  y  gAb^Aip  cpion-btAC  Ann, 

A|A|\  -oo  -oo  b|\6n  Y  t)o 
n  n-*oocAn  x>eo]AA  ueo 
'nn  AJA  T)-CO^C,  Af  CUAC  -pAoi  coiiiA|\ 
-An  n-Aoix)e'  —  UAI]"'  AITIA  CUAI'O  UA]AC  ^o  t)eo, 
'  50  f  uitib  A  CA  |"AOI  'n  uin, 


II. 


UNA  'n  cAnnAc  A  beic  50  0115  A 

'tl  An  'o-uimcio'Lt,  'omlteo^A  C|\ion'  o'n 

T)o  ^eAtcAib  "pAn',  bem  CUAC  ]?Ateic, 
T)o  CAi]A-oe  cAilce,  t)'  Aq^ig  '511^  -o 

T)O,  t)O  'n  tAbjAAt    A1^  f^A-pAt)   A 

Of  cionn  nA  h-Aice  x>iiibe, 
*Oo  n<\  n-tiAimib  ol^Am'  CA  te  n-A  cAob 
u-]?uit  ^Aifdg  'nn  A  tui'oe  ^An  ctm, 
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What  though  it  may  taste  of  the  smoke  of  that  flame, 

Which  in  silence  extracted  its  virtues  forbidden, 
Fill  up !  there  's  a  fire  in  some  hearts  I  could  name, 

Which  may  work  too  its  charm,  though  now  lawless  and  hidden. 
So  drink  of  the  cup !  for,  oh !  there  's  a  spell  in 

Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality. 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Helen, 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 


OH!   BANQUET  NOT. 

AIR — Planxtij  Irwine. 
I. 

Oh !  banquet  not  in  those  shining  bowers, 

Where  youth  resorts  ;  but  come  to  me, 
For  mine  's  a  garden  of  faded  flowers, 

More  fit  for  sorrow,  for  age,  and  thee. 
And  there  we  shall  have  our  feast  of  tears, 

And  many  a  cup  in  silence  pour — 
Our  guests,  the  shades  of  former  years, 

Our  toasts,  to  lips  that  bloom  no  more. 


II. 


Then,  while  the  myrtle's  withering  boughs 

Their  lifeless  leaves  around  us  shed, 
We  11  brim  the  bowl  to  broken  vows, 

To  friends  long  lost,  the  chang'd,  the  dead. 
Or,  as  some  blighted  laurel  waves 

Its  branches  o'er  the  dreary  spot, 
We  '11  drink  to  those  neglected  graves 

Where  valour  sleeps,  unnamed,  forgot. 


]40 


Abiiv\m  Am  eimrm. 

'in-bem  An  clAusac  g^n  ceot. 

•ponn  —  CAome  irnc 
I 


'tTI-ben:>  An  ctApifAc  ^An  ceot,  '^Uf  An  cent)  yeAp  uii^  ctiti, 

*O'  AJA  x)-ci|A  'noir  UAmn  CO^CA,  6  'n  c-rAO§At  -po  z^o  x>eo, 
111-beTo  pliT)  nA  h-d]ieAnn,  A1]1  An  tiAnri  ^An  Aon  tuu, 

Ann    eAA  uoii          X)6i'ni     D'  A  CAAAIT)  neAifi  beo. 


II. 


Hi  bei*6,  Y  ci>o  5^^  VAriri  f11^111  Anceoit  6  n-<\ 
t)  A  c|\tnu  A  beiu  bAicce  -JTAOI  ceo,  mA]i  A 

iA^A-o  'n  *6iAi§  pn,  IAJI  mib<xcAn  HA  neut 
UA  A1|\  Ci|imn,  511  JA  ton^AC  An  neutc  A  cuAit)  -JTAOI. 


III. 


)eAcr;  te  '^- 
e  A1|\  'OAome,  Ann]"  An  Ai^ne  tit)  bi 

"  'nn  A|A  meA]"5  |"em,  'nnA  6011111111*6  Ann  An 

'nnA  "O1A15  pn,  pot  A*6Airh  ^An  pom. 


IV. 


CIA  -pe  g]AA'6iii§eA^  Ci]Ae,  no  'oeAncA]"  An  |ie, 
Up*o  A  ^uAi|\e  torn',  bAnA,  A1£  eiynge  ^AH  ceo. 

1TlA|A  cto^ueAc  YA  b-]?ArAc,  An  AIU  A  b-pnt  -pe 
'S  An  ^toijA  UA  'nnA  uimciott,  te  -peircmc  50  "oeo. 


V. 


Aon  bAtt  AiiiAin  iDeAttn^cue  te 
O  -oubACAn  'r  6  bmte  nA  ^-CIAH  bi  ^An  cenn. 
'TluAi]A  A  t)'Giiiig  Y  A  TP1AeA5 

'S  cu5  CAn  ueo|\An  nA  f^tAtoAcc',  cum 
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SHALL  THE  HARP  THEN  BE  SILENT? 

Am — MacFarlaris  Lament. 
I. 

Shall  the  Harp  then  be  silent  when  he  who  first  gave 
To  our  country  a  name,  is  withdrawn  from  all  eyes? 

Shall  a  minstrel  of  Erin  stand  mute  by  the  grave 
Where  the  first — where  the  last  of  the  Patriots  lies  ? 

II. 

No  !  faint  tho'  the  death-song  may  fall  from  his  lips, 

Tho'  his  harp,  like  his  soul,  may  with  shadows  be  crost,  t 

Yet,  yet  shall  it  sound,  'mid  a  nation's  eclipse, 

And  proclaim  to  the  world  what  a  star  hath  been  lost. 

III. 

What  a  union  of  all  affections  and  powers, 

By  which  life  is  exalted,  embellish'd,  refin'd, 
Was  embrac'd  in  that  spirit,  whose  centre  was  ours, 

While  its  mighty  circumference  circled  mankind. 

IV. 

Oh !  who  that  loves  Erin,  or  who  that  can  see, 

Through  the  waste  of  her  annals,  that  epoch  sublime, 

Like  a  pyramid  rais'd  in  the  desert,  where  he 
And  his  glory  stand  out  to  the  eyes  of  all  time. 

V. 

That  one  lucid  interval,  snatch'd  from  the  gloom 

And  the  madness  of  ages,  when,  filled  with  his  soul, 

A  nation  o'erleap'd  the  dark  bounds  of  her  doom, 
And,  for  one  sacred  instant,  touch'd  Liberty's  goal ! 
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VI. 

ClA  AH  nCAC  A  t)'  eifdg  A  p1A1TI  ie  n-A^ 

F°F  c°1fc  te  tAn-cuite  ^bpeicpe  A  CApu, 
pop-uobAp  CipeAnn  A  -piu  upit)  'n  HA  fpuc 
'S  A  j?olf  ugA-o  'rhop-fApf  nAcc  '511^  |?6^  A  rhop-neA|\c. 


VII. 


ceAcu  te  ^ATIA  ^Ati  -pAitlit)  rnA|\  ACAH 
A  uAo^A'6  A1|\  A  utnlle  ciAtt  'ooinnn  AH  cpo-me 
'S  A  uA-ppAinc  c|ie  ^CAUAII  A  conn  A  rh6]A-lAn 

iiig  nA  feoToe  bi  ^  AOL 

VIII. 


CIA  6eA'O|AeA>6  fe  'oeA'LtiiJue  6  c 

A  ceAtA,AC  A1|A  b'  An^pA  tei-p  ^nAC-coriintnJe  Ann, 
JAAHA  'bjAon  6i]Ae  Y  A]A  ItibAt)  ^AC  C|\AO!:), 
ctAonn'iA]i  Ie  ^eti^-fteA'p^  x)o  cup  A1]\  A  ceAnn. 


IX. 

t)o  beip  cum  Ap  ^-cuniine,  An 
H)o  ueit^  t)e  A  §Aece  Y  Aip  A  leAnb  IDO 
*O]Auit)irn  lei-p  ^An  ^cAnpAT),  no  GA^IA,  co 
A  beip  |\eim  tei]",  no  upeiue 


CIA  An  nedc  *oo  bi  "oeApcAt)  Aip  btJAn-cuAipc  An  -pout 
Upi-o  rhotAT),  no  oiUbeini,  n^c  b-]?ACAit)  50  pop, 

t)iT)eAX>  ^oitpeAc  Ie  ^loipe,  no  -pAlui^ce  -JTAOI  neut, 
Se  Apt)ui5ce  of  cionn  A  CO-AHIA  50  pop. 

XI. 

CIA  An  cpumugAt)  t^e  beu^A  beip  triAi-pe  t)'  Ap  m-bi-6? 

A|M)-ceim  bi'oeA^p  ion-rhoLcA,  '^up  cumAn  bi-oeA^ 
'S  A  fAinuil  te  curiiAcc  AY  neAiri-^An^At)  A  cpoit)e, 
An  cAop-fplAncA  coipne  'nn  A  t,Airh, 
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VI. 

Who,  that  ever  hath  heard  him,  hath  drunk  at  the  source 

Of  that  wonderful  eloquence,  all  Erin's  own, 
In  whose  high-thoughted  daring,  the  fire,  and  the  force, 

And  the  yet  untam'd  spring  of  his  spirit,  are  shown. 

VII. 

An  eloquence  rich,  wheresoever  its  wave 

Wander'd  free  and  triumphant  with  thoughts  that  shone  through, 
As  clear  as  the  brook's  "stone  of  lustre",  and  gave, 

With  flash  of  the  gem,  its  solidity  too. 

VIII. 

Who  that  ever  approach'd  him,  when  free  from  the  crowd, 

In  a  home  full  of  love,  he  delighted  to  tread, 
'Mong  the  trees  which  a  nation  had  giv'n,  and  which  bow'd 

As  if  each  brought  a  new  civic  crown  for  his  head. 

IX. 

That  home,  where,  like  him  who,  as  fable  hath  told, 

Put  rays  from  his  brow,  that  his  child  might  come  near, 

Every  glory  forgot,  the  most  wise  of  the  old 

Became  all  that  the  simplest  and  youngest  hold  dear. 

X. 

Is  there  one  who  hath  thus,  through  his  orbit  of  life, 

At  a  distance  observed  him,  through  glory,  through  blame, 

In  the  calm  of  retreat,  in  the  grandeur  of  strife, 

Whether  shining  or  clouded,  still  high  and  the  same. 

XI. 

Such  a  union  of  all  that  enriches  life's  hour — 

Of  the  sweetness  we  love,  of  the  greatness  we  praise — 

As  that  type  of  simplicity  blended  with  power, 
A  child  with  a  thunder-bolt  only  pourtrays. 
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XII 

Aon  cjAcmDe  t)o  ceAt)]Atnj;  fe  nAc  b--|:uit,  JTAOI  curhA, 
PA  511^  eAttug  Ann  AOHACU  le  n-A  gloin  tiAinn,  An 

'S  nAC  n^ulpT)  A1|A  A  CUA1TIA  UA  CO^CA  6'n 


o!  'n 

•porm— 

I. 


O  !  'n  c-Ar 

moc  CAIX)  An  oi*6ce 


HA  StuA^uA  ueAnn, 
^f  eidx)  'niric  Y  nA 

A  cnetin  cnoit)ce  t 
'S  ^uu  AX)Aipc  An  CAC  ' 
Le  -ptiAim  <5ii  5^00 
*Oo  beAn^At)  c]\6, 
^Ati  ueiuAX)  comce  6  '11  'opennne 
O  !  An  c-AitiAnc  CO 
An   Aetit  moc  cit>  An  oi'oce 


HA  SttiA^uA  ceAnn. 
eiuit>     iric      ^ 


II. 

,  no  Yin  eici*6  Aon 


UA  t?Aoi  n-A  ceirn, 

A  p|A  tnAjA  flit)  A1|A  AOn   C|\01T)e, 

tucu  CA  'pAncti^A'o  m6'|A-ctii|', 
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XII. 

Oh !  no  ;  not  a  heart  that  e'er  knew  him  but  mourns 
Deep,  deep  o'er  the  grave,  where  such  glory  is  shrin'd, 

O'er  a  monument  Fame  will  preserve  'mong  the  urns 
Of  the  wisest,  the  bravest,  the  best  of  mankind. 


OH !  THE  SIGHT  ENTRANCING. 

AIR — Planxty  Sudley. 
I. 

Oh  !  the  sight  entrancing, 

When  morning's  beam  is  glancing 

O'er  files  array 'd 

With  helm  and  blade. 
And  plumes  in  the  gay  wind  dancing ! 
When  hearts  are  all  high  beating, 
And  the  trumpet's  voice  repeating 

That  song  whose  breath 

May  lead  to  death, 
But  never  to  retreating ! 
Oh  !  the  sight  entrancing, 
When  morning's  beam  is  glancing 

O'er  files  array'd 

With  helm  and  blade, 
And  plumes  in  the  gay  wind  dancing  | 

II. 

Yes,  't  is  not  helm  nor  feather — 
For  ask  yon  despot  whether 

His  plumed  bands 

Could  bring  such  hands 
And  hearts  as  ours  together. 
Leave  pomps  to  those  who  need  'em — 

19 
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'S  ni't  ctt 

UA  f  nAtfi  'n  eif  fug 
n-ionnfocAi'6  j*e  le  ^oit-griiiif. 
nA  biiAit), 

CjAUATO'. 

Cum 

ttlA|\ 

A  m6|A-neA|Ac  ctiAb'  nriA 
O  !  '11  c-AifiA-jic  uoit^At)  c]Aoi-6e 
iTioc  cfut>  An  oi"6ce, 


ni't 


HA 


ceAnn, 


—  An  c- 


'CAOITTI 


I 

!  bi  cu 


O]AU 

X)o  -oei-pe  ItiA-o,  t)o  05  te 
Ace  6,  A  niocugAX),  Y  ^ 

II. 


pc, 


cAOirh  Inni^Attin,  bi 
'S  bitieAX)  An  teu-p  t>o  cimciott  buAn, 
Co  -pAini  AY  ctnc  1e  CGACC  nA  h-oix)ce 
Afi  *6eApc  me  Y  *o'  inf'-pge,  '511^  ciiAn. 


III. 


Di 


i  cu 


neAC 


Am 


o  Aif  cij\  Ann-p  A  c-'pie 
5l\AitiAif  c  pub  At  cyn  beA^Aig  CAm' 
)o  -o'  p^Ait  Aon]\AC,  -|:eA^X)A,  coix>ce. 
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Adorn  but  Man  with  freedom, 

And  proud  he  braves 

The  gaudiest  slaves 
That  crawl  where  monarchs  lead  'em. 
The  sword  may  pierce  the  beaver, 
Stone  walls  in  time  may  sever : 

'T  is  heart  alone, 

Worth  steel  and  stone, 
That  keeps  men  free  for  ever ! 
Oh !  the  sight  entrancing, 
When  morning's  beam  is  glancing 

O'er  files  array'd 

With  helm  and  blade, 
And  in  Freedom's  cause  advancing 


SWEET  INNISFALLEN. 

Am— The  Captivating  Youth. 
I. 

Sweet  Innisfallen,  fare  thee  well, 

May  calm  and  sunshine  long  be  thine ! 

How  fair  thou  art  let  others  tell, 
While  but  to  feel  how  fair  is  mine. 

II. 

Sweet  Innisfallen,  fare  thee  well, 

And  long  may  light  around  thee  smile, 

As  soft  as  on  that  evening  fell, 
When  first  I  saw  thy  fairy  isle  ! 

III. 

Thou  wert  too  lovely  then  for  one, 
Who  had  to  turn  to  paths  of  care — 

Who  had  through  vulgar  crowds  to  run, 
And  leave  thee  bright  and  silent  there ; 
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IV. 

^An  ceAcc  niof  mo  le  Ai-p  t)o  fnuu, 

T)'A  bot^AT)  A1tt  mU1JA  An  U-fAOgAlt  ^ATI   CAUl, 

'OeAjicA-o  uniX)  AifVin  OJAU  'j\x'  m-bpuu. 

ITlA]l  bAlle  'b-'ptll'l  A  ieAU  -pAO!  ftAtfl. 

V. 

'S  -peA]i|A  -o'  f-A^Ait  riiA|\  CA  me  'f^  ^t1^' 

A  b-^tnl  o]\c  ^AIACA  eAX)Ai§ 
HA  neut,  mA-p  ttiAig'oeAn  Ann.  A 

A  m-bi-oeAnn  ]?AOI  bnon  A  ^ne  'f 

VI. 

IT)  t)'  ionnAn  nit  le    A 


A  -p^eim,  ni  AtriAil  uiJ  mAn  bi  ; 

'S  mA-p  Aic  cu,  ^Atttn^ce  'noif  te 

'tl  t)o  copocAt)  neAC,  bei'oeA'6 

VII. 


'tin  A  X)'  CO^OCA-O  f^ic  '  ^eAbpvo  Ann, 

Smtux)  mA|i  bi  'b-pAiAHUA-p  Ain  An  IA 
1lAib  c]AAnnA  c|Aom,  mAp  CA  ^AC  c-|iAnn 

'^tlf  f  A01  f  5AC 


VIII. 


no 

'S  ^o-p  nio^  b|\6AgA  tAn  x>eo]AA  '-p  neut, 
Cu  beiu  ^AOI  fmi^  at)  \  AnAtfi  An  C^A, 
bitbeAnn  -p  tonnAc,  mAn  neArh-|Aeul,. 

IX. 

111  A)i  fiAt)  te  '-p  An  Am  pAnf'  A  m-bit)eAnn, 

A  'pA^u^A'6  c|\A  *oo  05,  A  ^- 
An  ^AU  ij*  lon^Ai^e  ueit/g  An 

te  cAob  X)o  locnAin,  UA 


• 
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IV. 

No  more  along  thy  shores  to  come, 
But,  on  the  world's  dim  ocean  tost, 

Dream  of  thee  sometimes,  as  a  home 
Of  sunshine  he  had  seen  and  lost ! 

V. 

Far  better  in  thy  weeping  hours, 

To  part  from  thee,  as  I  do  now, 
When  mist  is  o'er  thy  blooming  bow'rs, 

Like  sorrow's  veil  on  beauty's  brow. 

VI. 

For,  though  unrivall'd  still  thy  grace, 
Thou  dost  not  look,  as  then,  too  blest, 

But,  in  thy  shadows,  seem'st  a  place 

Where  weary  man  might  hope  to  rest — 

VII. 

Might  hope  to  rest,  and  find  in  thee 
A  gloom  like  Eden's,  on  the  day 

He  left  its  shade,  when  every  tree, 

Like  thee,  hung  weeping  o'er  his  way ! 

VIII. 

Weeping  or  smiling,  lovely  isle  ! 

And  still  the  lovelier  for  thy  tears — 
For  tho'  but  rare  thy  sunny  smile, 

'T  is  Heav'n's  own  glance,  when  it  appears. 

IX. 

Like  feeling  hearts,  whose  joys  are  few, 
But,  when  indeed  they  come,  divine, 

The  steadiest  light  the  sun  e'er  threw 
Is  lifeless  to  one  gleam  of  thine. 


150  AbttAiri  AUK.  eitimn. 


)  Aon  "oe  11^  h-AisVm\ 

)Torm  —  AbjVAtt'riA  5-601  tee. 

I. 

but)  Aon  t)e  nA  h-Aiftm'  beij\  ceot  tei-p  '-p^  n-onoce 
TTlAtt  ftArh  eACftom  f  ArhfiAiD  "out  cfteAfnA  UAJI  c]ioi'6e 
An  pie  bixjeA^p  bAicue  te  |Aoirh-rheArhAi|A  A  ^-ceo, 
'S  An  -pAogAt  ACC  A  rmlf  GACC  UAI-O  eAltngue  50  x>eo. 

II. 

Si  An  Ailt  Aine  '-pnArn  011150  cjieAfnA  6  Vi  comn, 

"Le  '-p  ^nACAc  t)o  'beiu  cAnAX)  c|ieAc'  CipeAnn  50  bmn  ; 

'S  6  mmf  ^Uvp  Thm-p  50  cuAn  ^leAn'  nA 

1)1  ^Aete  An  §etl]VA>6A1HC  '5  A  -p^ApA-O    A1]1  ^AC 

III. 


CO'AX)  Y  bi  An  lA^-irtiAim  A  con^bugAti)  te 
O-p  cionn  nA  h-Ajro  nei*oe,  'pAib  An  u-iotA)A  'nn  A 
'S  te  eA^tA  50  n-eA^At)  An  p^-ceot,  t>o  §A 
t)mn-ceot  An  mAc-AtA,  —  A 


IV. 


T)o  fAoit^At)  ^AC  pAn-'puAim  nA|\  b'  f  eiT)i|\  te  cttiA]", 
*Oo  cttunfUAit  50  h-ipot  beiu  '5  A  'otifAcc  ftiAf  , 
bA|\|\Aib  nA  ftiAbuA,  —  neAth  AI^IX)  nA  m-beAnn, 
An  ceot  t)'  eti^  Aip  CAtArh  5'  A  Ac-beot)ACAn  Ann. 


V. 


i-p,  Y  -pe  AI^  eipceAcc  te  ceotcA  bmn'  btiAn', 
*o'  A  Ainm  bni§  Ai]Ait)  te  n-A  copAinc  6  -ptiAn 
'S  6  fofcAcc  An  bAif  ;  —  IDA  ^-ctum'peA'o  -pog  beo, 
Aifi  iriAc  AttA  beAnyAn  t)'  Ainm  50  -oeo. 
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'T  WAS  ONE  OF  THOSE  DREAMS. 

AIE—  The  Song  of  the  Woods, 

I. 

'T  was  one  of  those  dreams  that  by  music  are  brought, 
Like  a  bright  summer  haze,  o'er  the  poet's  warm  thought — 
When,  lost  in  the  future,  his  soul  wanders  on, 
And  all  of  this  life,  but  its  sweetness,  is  gone. 

II. 

The  wild  notes  he  heard  o'er  the  water  were  those 
He  had  taught  to  sing  Erin's  dark  bondage  and  woes, 
And  the  breath  of  the  bugle  now  wafted  them  o'er 
From  Dinis'  green  isle  to  Glena's  wooded  shore. 

III. 

He  listen' d — while  high  o'er  the  eagle's  rude  nest, 
.The  lingering  sounds  on  their  way  lov'd  to  rest ; 
And  the  echoes  sung  back  from  their  full  mountain  quire, 
As  if  loath  to  let  song  so  enchanting  expire. 

IV. 

It  seem'd  as  if  ev'ry  sweet  note,  that  died  here, 
Was  again  brought  to  life  in  some  airier  sphere, 
Some  heav'n  in  those  hills,  where  the  soul  of  the  strain 
That  had  ceas'd  upon  earth  was  awaking  again. 

V. 

Oh !  forgive,  if,  while  list'ning  to  music,  whose  breath 
Seem'd  to  circle  his  name  with  a  charm  against  death, 
He  should  feel  a  proud  spirit  within  him  proclaim, 
"  Even  so  shalt  thou  live  in  the  echoes  of  Fame: 
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VI. 

•put)  t)A  m-bei"6eA*6  bAicue 
t)|Aifi:AX)  AmAC  Ann  Am  cjAACAriiAi 
'S  c]\ix)  ciAncA  "pAt)  AiTiA,  bei*o  t)1 
t/e  c]Aoi-6ue  Y  511^  CineAnn  '5  A 


t)   Ainm 
6  'n  f  mint)  mib  "oo 

X)O   CUAX), 

'5 


innise 


I. 


t)Ar\. 


6  6]\ic  cAob  cAt  x>e'n  b 
An  iiun]A  fiA|\  50  beo, 
A  ^-0111*0  feoIcA  b|\eA5  6  'n 
Cum  UAtriiAn   nA  SpAine  ceo. 
'O'  CA  b-yinl  An  1nmp,  —  c|\ioc  A]A 

*Oo  ]:ACAf  T)i'imn  A  *o-UAm 
*Oo  f-einn  Ai|\  mAi'oin  cn<\  bi 
'5  A  ^cotdX)  c|\ix>  An   c--pnAr 


ir. 


)?ciic     -^At)  tiAinn  A1|\     Apn  HA  •o-uonn 
ytnb  loc|\<\n  foib-peAc  ^lAf, 

^  m-bei'6eAX)  pnce  I?AOI  nA  m-bunn 


Si 

'SemneA-o  6  'n  muij\  50  bmn, 
A  g-comnmgeAnn  AH  -pAo-p  Y  A^>  cretin 
6  'n  comn. 


III. 

1  lompuig  cum  HA  foi]i-iimi|A 
nop5  A  n-*Oe  An  l,Ae 
n  50  5niAmriA]\  AIJA  A  x>eA]\c 
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VI. 

"  Even  so,  tho'  thy  mcm'ry  should  now  die  away, 
"  T  will  be  caught  up  again  in  some  happier  day, 
"  And  the  hearts  and  the  voices  of  Erin  prolong, 
"  Through  the  answering  future,  thy  name  and  thy  song". 

SONG  OF  1NNISFAIL. 

AIR — Peggy  Bawn. 

I. 

They  came  from  a  land  beyond  the  sea, 

And  now  o'er  the  western  main 
Set  sail,  in  their  good  ships,  gallantly, 

From  the  sunny  land  of  Spain. 
u  Oh !  where  's  the  Isle  we  Ve  seen  in  dreams, 

"  Our  destin'd  home  or  grave  ?" 
Thus  sung  they,  as  by  the  morning  beams, 

They  swept  th'  Atlantic  wave. 

If. 

And,  lo,  where  afar  o'er  ocean  shines 

A  sparkle  of  radiant  green, 
As  though  in  that  deep  lay  emerald  mines, 

Whose  light  thro'  the  wave  was  seen. 
"  T  is  Innisfail !   "  't  is  Innisfail !" 

Rings  o'er  the  echoing  sea ; 
While,  bending  to  heav'n,  the  warriors  hail 

That  home  of  the  brave  and  free. 

III. 

Then  turn'd  they  unto  the  Eastern  wave, 

Where  now  their  Day-God's  eye 
A  look  of  such  sunny  omen  gave 

As  lighted  up  sea  and  sky. 

20 
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-Ace  m  pAili)  Aon  x>eo]\  AIJA  •otnV  no  AIJA  f6*o 
Ho,  AIJ\  rhtn-jA,  no  At|A  AejA  Aon 
A  £615  AJA  pn-peA|\  'nuAf  An  -pcox) 
Ai]A  ciiAn  nA  1i-1nnpe 


cm  5UR  UA1R  Uoin 


1 
Ci*6  ^ii]A  CAijA  tiom  An  'plei'o,  -piiAjiAi-p  cinjAeAt)  A 

^Ab-pAin  r6§A  '  b-^tnt  AI$  bopt)  bocc  le  cun  A1|\  AH 
l)eit)  ^ui'Li'o  ^eAV,  lon|AAc'  t)o  t)'  -fAitun^AX)  le 
AH  cumAin  A1^\  An  b-yteiT)  'cup 


II. 

1|*  nein  corAn'iAit  gup  eultnj  ni§  An  c~^AogAi1  -po  6 
An  ue  tit)  X)'A  uti5Aip  nomn  liiop  t)e  *oo 

5Ab]?A1]A    CAl!)A]ACA1f    1f    Altte    HO    CAinCG    t^O 

A  poitpu^A'o  A  coif-cenn  A  -pu^At  Annp  An 

III. 

t/e  -pAOippe  nA  1vmcine  nAC  peit)ip  A  cA]'At) 
Le  cAi|\-ceAnnA-p  cneun  biu,  6  tDiiAe'Ap  nA  f 

bi-oeA-p  ^An  cuibpig  AI|A  eiuiolt,  '511^  Ai 

Le  "ooij  '5  ion^ui-6e  'n  tocnAin  A  fAnuing  A 


IV. 

1f  fo  1<\X)  A  beipeAf  -o'  A  beACA  A  X)it/pe 
p,  d-6  50  "5-171111  A  ci-pce 

A  ^AI^A'OA  50  rn6|A-rhon  nio-p 
'HA  An  cui     ceAnc  m-bi-oeAnn  UAbAn  AI      TAAi     uAineAti  Ann. 


V. 

e  T^e1*°  ^ocu  An  pte 
.  *Oo  UA^IAAII^C  6  n'iont)Acu,  ^eAb^Ain,   ni  -pe  An  -O 
giif  cUnnt;eA|A  nA  binn-ceoilcebeAntrA'p  "otnc  bile 
1llo  tnnA  feAnc'  A15  pnngeAt)  AI^  ueAcu  ie  mo 
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Nor  frown  was  seen  through  sky  or  sea, 

Nor  tear  o'er  leaf  or  sod, 
When  first  on  their  Isle  of  Destiny 

Our  great  forefathers  trod. 


THOUGH  HUMBLE  THE  BANQUET. 

AIR — Farewell,  Eamon. 
I. 

Though  humble  tne  banquet  to  which  I  invite  thee, 
Thou  'It  find  there  the  best  a  poor  bard  can  command: 

Eyes  beaming  with  welcome  shall  throng  round  to  light  thee, 
And  Love  serve  the  feast  with  his  own  willing  hand. 

II. 

And  tho'  Fortune  may  seem  to  have  turn'd  from  the  dwelling 

Of  him  thou  regardest,  her  favouring  ray, 
Thou  wilt  find  there  a  gift  all  her  treasures  excelling, 

Which,  proudly  he  feels,  hath  ennobled  his  way. 

III. 

'T  is  that  freedom  of  mind,  which  no  vulgar  dominion 
Can  turn  from  the  path  a  clear  conscience  approves ; 

Which,  with  hope  in  the  heart  and  no  chain  on  the  pinion, 
Holds  upward  its  course  to  the  light  which  it  loves. 

IV. 

'T  is  this  makes  the  pride  of  his  humble  retreat, 
And,  with  this,  tho'  of  all  other  treasures  bereav'd, 

The  breeze  of  his  garden  to  him  is  more  sweet 
Than  the  costliest  incense  Pomp  e'er  receiv'd. 

V. 

Then,  come  :  if  a  board  so  untempting  hath  power 
To  win  thee  from  grandeur,  its  best  shall  be  thine ; 

And  there  's  one,  long  the  light  of  the  bard's  happy  bower, 
Who,  smiling,  will  blend  her  bright  welcome  with  mine 
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s  HAC  ti-Arntn'o  6  ciuiirmujvo'  THAR  so  citiuti^Axr  U\n 


JTorm  —  ttVl 
I. 


'S  nAc  fo-yAgtnuix)  6  6|uiirmu§<y6  rnApi  yo 

-Aipi  fon  nA  rn-btiA'OAnuA  meAfg  coigpig'  *oo  bi 
'S  cA|AAit)  Aimppe  nA  h-oi^e  6']A  eutmJeA^  te  ]pAri, 

1Tlo  cimciott  co  piAi]\c  A']-  t>i  'n  t)Ai]i  pn  A  j;-C|\oi'6p. 
Ci-6  -poittpgeAnn  A]\  niAlAi-6  topj;  ]"neAcuA  HA  li-Aoi^e 

1TlA|A  nA  1i-<\tpA  A1|\  A  pneAfin  t)ut  ^16]^ 
A  ^Aece:  bei'omtut)  eu-oui^'  te  65-116^'  nA  bAOi]"e 

U]\A  pnn  A  beiu  IA^UA  -pAn  b-ylei-o  fo  te  pon. 

II. 

11  AC  mocugAitiAil  nA  cuimnTo  cij  onAnin  te  t/mn, 


A 


'S  T^AC  b|\6n,  A'-p  ^AC  ^A1]TOGA^  Ann  A  nAib  ACA 
A  c]MiinnugAT)  niA^  cAipb  An  IAG  nAe  50  o 


Hl-bmeAnn  nA  •oil/lco^'  Aip  AgAi-61  HA  I,APAAC'  ueo 
'  iomT)A  rnoun^AT)  n<\]\  c^iocntngeAT)  bei|\  CGA^AJA  A'|^ 
pleA-6  uei^nAc  m^p  fo  'THAC  50  poi'lfeAC  A'^  ^o  beo. 


III. 

111A]\  -po  u|\AC  "otunn  pneAi!)  Ap  -peobuA  50  ctnriineAC 

Cum  ApAif  Ap  n-6i^e  cpix)  iiiuip  btiA]\uA  A|\  m-bic 

*Oo  ci"6nitiix)  AI^  biieAunugAt)  c|^i'o  nA  conuA  ^ 

1116-jAAn  t)oi5ce  lumjj-bprce  pop  pnce  'nnA 
Acu  yop  te  tmn  -oeA]\CA-6  Aip  -oeipe  nA  m-btAC. 

S^eic  "p^emY  <\tuin'  5A]\|\t)A  cjut)  lonitAn  AH 
bi-6e<Min  yeAt)  geApp  Aitr.ppe  AJ\  ^-ceuDpAit)'  -pAoi  p 

'S  cig  Aoibni|^  nA  h-otge  cpix)  Aiptm  A] 
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AND  DOTH  NOT  A  MEETING  LIKE  THIS. 


AIR —  Unknown. 


I. 

And  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends 

For  all  the  long  years  I  Ve  been  wand'ring  away  — 
To  see  thus  around  me  my  youth's  early  friends, 

As  smiling  and  kind  as  in  that  happy  day  ? 
Tho'  haply  o'er  some  of  your  brows,  as  o'er  mine, 

The  snow-fall  of  life  may  be  stealing — what  then  T 
Like  Alps  in  the  sunset,  thus  lighted  by  wine, 

We  '11  wear  the  gay  tint  of  youth's  roses  again. 

II. 

What  soften'd  remembrances  come  o'er  the  heart 

In  gazing  on  those  we  Ve  been  lost  to  so  long ! 
The  sorrows,,  the  joys,  of  which  once  they  were  part, 

Still  round  them,  like  visions  of  yesterday,  throng. 
As  letters  some  hand  hath  invisibly  trac'd, 

When  held  to  the  flame,  will  steal  out  on  the  sight, 
So  many  a  feeling,  that  long  seem'd  effac'd, 

The  warmth  of  a  moment  like  this  brings  to  light. 

III. 

And  thus,  as  in  memory's  bark  we  shall  glide 

To  visit  the  scenes  of  our  boyhood  anew, 
Though  oft'  we  may  see,  looking  down  on  the  tide, 

The  wreck  of  full  many  a  hope  shining  through ; 
Yet  still,  as  in  fancy  we  point  to  the  ilow'rs, 

That  once  made  a  garden  of  all  the  gay  shore, 
Deceiv'd  for  a  moment,  we  '11  think  them  still  ours, 

And  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  life's  morning  once  more. 
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IV. 


UA  AH  ^AoJAl  yo  co  neAiii-buAn  YA|\  n-Am  Ann  co 

11  AC  b-pvgAm'  Ain  An  ^-CAijvoe  ACC  tA^-teu 
'5ur  Y  1orn>OA  r5A1c  fuaif\cif  *oo  cuiceAp  AIJ\ 

*Oe  X)icbAit  cpoit)e  ceAnArhAU  ^Ap  -omnn,  te  n-A  -pomn. 
O  !  nio]i  rhop  A|^  rhuim^in  n-ei'p  CJAIOCHH^AX)  AJA  rn-biu 

"6eiu  feitb  A1|\  AoibneA 
ACU  pm^  no  bneiu-tAirhe 

O  n-A  ceite  i"An  c-|"Aoj<xt  fo  A  n-*OAn  X)umn  te 

V. 


Ace  i    AiiitAi'o,  1}'  mo  Y  b-^Aitce,  Y  A"P  m-beAnnAcc  te  tmn 

AnAifi  An  u-pom]"A  AI^  uo^bAit  An  ^-cnoix)e 
]"  U|\A  ^cAp^m'  A']"  ci^  rnA  broeAm1  cptunn 
111  A|A  HA  ceA^-euntAiT)  '^  eioolt  AI^  An  ^enii 
'Hoir  -put  -OA  n-6t<\m'  CU^A-O  ^eAnc-cuniAn  ^edt 
'Cup  CAJAC  nA  ctiAice  Y  A  b|\eiu  tArii  'Aint<\irh 
Co  tuAC  Y  lon^pocA]"  jgAijA'oeA'p  no  x)ub|\6n  Aon  b 
^o  5-c]Aiui*6'  tei]"  10111  1  An  AH  c-ftAbnATO  te  X)Anii. 


1:011115 

—  piAnc-pci 
I. 


Uei§    ujAit)   An    X)oiiAn    ^u 

'S  ni  b-^tiig  AIC  co  fAop  AY  CA  AI^  pile  le  pA 

1TlA|A  -puifeo^   An   Aep  x)o   femneA^  50  bmn, 

'S   niA|\  An   i-tufeo^   A  fgeic    Ann    ^AC  AIC  A  umn, 

Spue   ceoit   T)O   ]\iceA]"   50  cum  pop  beo 

'S   TIAC  c]\omviigeAnn  A  bApp  50  -ceo. 

UA  t)6-^  An    An    -pAO^At,  rnAtt   AIC  comntii'oe  p§e 

'1TI-bi-6eAnn    pAt)  A    pine   le  bnn  ^eAVlAige  nA 

'S    m  A   irnlceAp   An   bAin^eo^    Aip   A  leA^A-o   A 

Cum   bAin-peoi^'  niop  ^bAipe,  -put)   teo  *oe  tenn. 

1llAp  ^ut)  niA    ci^  -oubACAn   Ain   pAmp'    110   f^i 

Cum      Arn'  eite  ceit)eAnn     A  c-tie. 
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IV. 

So  brief  our  existence,  a  glimpse,  at  the  most, 

Is  all  we  can  have  of  the  few  we  hold  dear ; 
And  oft'  even  joy  is  unheeded  and  lost, 

For  want  of  some  heart,  that  could  echo  it,  near. 
Ah  !  well  may  we  hope,  when  this  short  life  is  gone, 

To  meet  in  some  world  of  more  permanent  bliss. 
For  a  smile,  or  a  grasp  of  the  hand,  hast'ning  on, 

Is  all  we  enjoy  of  each  other  in  this. 

V. 

But  come  !  the  more  rare  such  delight  to  the  heart, 

The  more  we  should  welcome  and  bless  them  the  more : 
They  're  ours  when  we  meet — they  are  lost  when  we  part, 

Like  birds  that  bring  summer,  and  fly  when  't  is  o'er. 
Thus  circling  the  cup,  hand  in  hand,  ere  we  drink, 

Let  Sympathy  pledge  us,  thro'  pleasure,  thro'  pain, 
That,  fast  as  a  feeling  but  touches  one  link, 

Her  magic  shall  send  it  direct  thro'  the  chain 


THE  WANDERING  BARD. 

Aiit—Planxty  O'Reilly. 
I. 

What  life  like  that  of  the  bard  can  be — 
The  wandering  bard,  who  roams  as  free 
As  the  mountain  lark  that  o'er  him  sings, 
And,  like  that  lark,  a  music  brings 
Within  him,  where'er  he  comes  or  goes, — 
A  fount  that  for  ever  flows  ? 
The  world  's  to  him  like  some  play-ground, 
Where  fairies  dance  their  moonlight  round  ;• 
If  dimm'd  the  turf  where  late  they  trod, 
The  elves  but  seek  some  greener  sod : 
So,  when  less  bright  his  scene  of  glee, 
To  another  away  flies  he  ! 
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II. 
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I. 

A  Hum  cuip  opu  YA  C|AAU, 

HA  ^Aeue  -po  ^oibfeA 
'S  UA]\  An  mnif  CA  ^Uyp  -pAoi 

UU   50  ctAOniT1A]1, 
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II. 

Oh  !  what  would  have  been  young  Beauty's  doom, 

Without  a  bard  to  fix  her  bloom  ? 

They  tell  us,  in  the  moon's  bright  round, 

Things  lost  in  this  dark  world  are  found  : 

So  charms,  on  earth  long  pass'd  and  gone, 

In  the  poet's  lay  live  on. — 

Would  ye  have  smiles  that  ne'er  grow  dim  ? 

You  Ve  only  to  give  them  all  to  him, 

Who,  with  but  a  touch  of  Fancy's  wand, 

Can  lend  them  life,  this  life  beyond, 

And  fix  them  high,  in  Poesy's  sky, — 

Young  stars  that  never  die  ! 

III. 

Then,  welcome  the  bard  where'er  he  comes ; 
For,  though  he  hath  countless  airy  homes, 
To  which  his  wing  excursive  roves, 
Yet  still,  from  time  to  time,  he  loves 
To  light  upon  earth,  and  find  such  cheer 
As  brightens  our  banquet  here. 
No  matter  how  far,  how  fleet  he  flies, 
You  Ve  only  to  light  up  kind  young  eyes, 
Such  signal-fires  as  here  ure  given, — 
And  down  he  '11  drop  from  Fancy's  heaven, 
The  minute  such  call  to  love  or  mirth 
Proclaims  he  's  wanting  on  earth  1 


FAIREST!   PUT  ON  AWHILE. 

AIR —  Cum  a   lio  m , 

I. 

Fairest!  put  on  awhile 

These  pinions  of  light  I  bring  thee, 
And  o'er  thy  own  Green  Isle 

In  fancy  let  me  wing  thee. 
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IV. 
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V. 
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Never  did  Ariel's  plume 

At  golden  sunset  hover 
O'er  scenes  so  full  of  bloom 

As  I  shall  waft  thee  over. 

II. 

Fields,  where  the  Spring  delays, 

And  fearlessly  meets  the  ardour 
Of  the  warm  Summer's  gaze, 

With  only  her  tears  to  guard  her. 
Rocks,  through  myrtle  boughs 

In  grace  majestic  frowning; 
Like  some  bold  warrior's  brows 

That  Love  hath  just  been  crowning. 

III. 

Islets,  so  freshly  fair, 

That  never  hath  bird  come  nigh  them, 
But  from  his  course  through  air 

He  hath  been  won  down  by  them ; 
Types,  sweet  maid,  of  thee, 

Whose  look,   whose  blush  inviting, 
Never  did  Love  yet  see 

From  Heav'n,  without  alighting. 

IV. 

Lakes,  where  the  pearl  lies  hid, 

And  caves,  where  the  gem  is  sleeping, 
Bright  as  the  tears  thy  lid 

Lets  fall  in  lonely  weeping. 
Gems,  where  Ocean  comes 

To  'scape  the  wild  winds'  rancour, 
And  Harbours,  worthiest  homes 

Where  Freedom's  fleet  can  anchor. 

V. 

Then,  if,  while  scenes  so  grand, 

So  beautiful,  shine  before  thee, 
Pride  for  thy  own  dear  land 

Should  haply  be  stealing  o'er  the*?, 
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Venn  —  1l6f  ^6^5  A 

I. 
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Oh !  let  grief  come  first, 

O'er  pride  itself  victorious, 
Thinking  how  man  hath  curst 

What  Heaven  had  made  so  glorious ! 


IN  THE  MORNING  OF  LIFE/ 

AIR — The  Little  Harvest  Rose. 

I 

In  the  morning  of  life,  when  its  cares  are  unknown, 
And  its  pleasures,  in  all  their  new  lustre  begin, 

-L  O         * 

When  we  live  in  a  bright-beaming  world  of  our  own, 
And  the  light  that  surrounds  us  is  all  from  within ; 

Oh !  't  is  not,  believe  me,  in  that  happy  time 

We  can  love,  as  in  hours  of  less  transport  we  may  : — 

Of  our  smiles,  of  our  hopes,  't  is  the  gay  sunny  prime, 
But  affection  is  truest  when  these  fade  away. 

II, 

When  we  see  the  first  glory  of  youth  pass  us  by, 

Like  a  leaf  on  the  stream  that  will  never  return ; 
When  our  cup,  which  had  sparkled  with  pleasure  so  high, 

First  tastes  of  the  other,  the  dark-flowing  urn ; 
Then,  then  is  the  time  when  affection  holds  sway 

With  a  depth  and  a  tenderness  joy  never  knew; 
Love  nurs'd  among  pleasures,  is  faithless  as  they, 

But  the  love  born  of  Sorrow,  like  Sorrow,  is  true. 

III. 

In  climes  full  of  sunshine,  though  splendid  the  flowers, 

The  sighs  have  no  freshness,  their  odour  no  worth ; 
'T  is  the  cloud  and  the  mist  of  our  own  Isle  of  showers 

That  call  the  rich  spirit  of  fragrancy  forth. 
So  it  is  not  'mid  splendour,  prosperity,  mirth, 

That  the  depth  of  Love's  generous  spirit  appears ; 
To  the  sunshine  of  smiles  it  may  first  owe  its  birth, 

But  the  soul  of  its  sweetness  is  drawn  out  by  tears. 
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I. 
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II. 
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III. 
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AS  VANQUISHED  ERIN. 

AIR—  The  Boyne  Water. 

1. 

As  vanquish'd  Erin  wept  beside 

The  Boyne's  ill-fated  river, 
She  saw  where  Discord,  in  the  tide, 

Had  dropp'd  his  loaded  quiver. 
"  Lie  hid  ",  she  cried,   "  ye  venom'd  darts, 

"  Where  mortal  eye  may  shun  you. 
"  Lie  hid  :  the  stain  of  manly  hearts 

"  That  bled  for  me,  is  on  you  ". 

II. 

But  vain  her  wish,  her  weeping  vain — 

As  Time  too  well  hath  taught  her — 
Each  year  the  Fiend  returns  again, 

And  dives  into  that  water ; 
And  brings,  triumphant,  from  beneath 

His  shafts  of  desolation, 
And  sends  them,  wing'd  with  worse  than  death, 

Through  all  her  madd'ning  nation. 

III. 

Alas  for  her  who  sits  and  mourns, 

Ev'n  now,  beside  that  river ! — 
Unwearied  still  the  Fiend  returns, 

And  stor'd  is  still  his  quiver. 
"When  will  this  end,  ye  Powers  of  Good?' 

She  weeping  asks  for  ever : 
But  only  hears,  from  out  that  flood, 

The  Demon  answer,   "  Never ! " 
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ALONE  IN  CROWDS  TO  WANDER  ON. 


AIR — Siubhal  A  llw.n. 
I. 

Alone  in  crowds  to  wander  on, 

And  feel  that  all  the  charm  is  gone 

Which  voices  dear  and  eyes  belov'd 

Shed  round  us  once,  where'er  we  rov'd — 

This,  this  the  doom  must  be 

Of  all  who  Ve  lov'd,  and  liv'd  to  see 

The  few  bright  things  they  thought  would  stay 

For  ever  near  them,  fly  away. 

II. 

Tho'  fairer  forms  around  us  throng, 

Their  smiles  to  others  all  belong, 

And  want  that  charm  which  dwells  alone 

Round  those  the  fond  heart  calls  its  own. 

Where,  where  the  sunny  brow  ? 

The  long-known  voice — where  are  they  now  ? 

Thus  ask  I  still,  nor  ask  in  vain, 

The  silence  answers  all  too  plain. 

III. 

Oh  !  .what  is  Fancy's  magic  worth, 

If  all  her  art  cannot  call  forth 

One  bliss  like  those  we  felt  of  old 

From  lips  now  mute,  and  eyes  now  cold  ? 

No,  no,— her  spell  is  vain, — 

As  soon  Gould  she  bring  back  again 

Those  eyes  themselves  from  out  the  grave, 

As  wake  again  one  bliss  they  gave. 

22 
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I  WISH  I  WAS  BY  THAT  DIM  LAKE. 

AIR — I  wish  I  was  on  yonder  hill. 
I. 

I  wish  I  was  by  that  dim  lake 
Where  sinful  souls  their  farewell  take 
Of  this  vain  world,  and  half-way  lie 
In  death's  cold  shadow,  ere  they  die. 
There,  there,  far  from  thee, 
Deceitful  world,  my  home  should  be ; 
Where,  come  what  might  of  gloom  and  pain, 
False  hope  should  ne'er  deceive  again. 

II. 

The  lifeless  sky,  the  mournful  sound 

Of  unseen  waters  falling  round, 

The  dry  leaves  quiv'ring  o'er  my  head, 

Like  man,  unquiet  ev'n  when  dead ! 

These,  ay,  these  shall  wean 

My  soul  from  life's  deluding  scene, 

And  turn  each  thought,  o'ercharg'd  with  gloom, 

Like  willows  downward  tow'rds  the  tomb. 


III. 

As  they  who  to  their  couch  at  night 
Would  win  repose,  first  quench  the  light, 
So  must  the  hopes  that  keep  this  breast 
Awake,  be  quench'd,  ere  it  can  rest. 
Cold,  cold  this  heart  must  grow, 
Unmov'd  by  either  joy  or  wo, 
Like  freezing  founts,  where  all  that 's  thrown 
Within  their  current  turns  to  stone. 
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Roitii  U\e  Ati 

t^orm  —  Cf\tii|*citt  tAti. 

I. 

Co  cmce  Ap  c-Ainmt)  beo 

bei-omuix)  VnAfiAc  Annf  An  $beo, 

l,e  toeic  buAt)Ac,  no  Ann-p  An  AJ\  'n-Af\  buit>e: 

TA  AH  TfiATOi 

'guf  te  pon  A]A  ^5  A 

'S  otATii'  x>eoc,  lAonii  t)iiinn  c]\iAbt  Annf  An  c-fbige,  Ann-p  An 
'S  olAm'  'oeoc  -pom'i  "otunn  u|\iAtt  Annf  An  C'-pU^e. 

II. 


TTIAC  50  numc  >oeo]i, 

i5A>6  A]A  ^-CAijvoe  ^A^AT:)  AonnAc  A  r^- 
-Ace  nAC  •oniiAom  beiu  pic  bf\Aon 
CO'A-O  CA  f^AiA  f^AiA^A-o  pon' 

'S  be  n-A  -oeo^Aib  tnb|AeAm'  UAmn  -oeon  A|i  -put,  -oeon  A^A  fub,  etc. 


III. 

UA  f  obuf  50  Ab  An  bAe,  — 


A  pnc  AI\  X)-cin"ipiobb  be 
A  mA|\AC  i^oirh  An  oToce 
CA  m-b6i*6miii'o  Y  KVO  n-A|A  btn'oe? 
Acu  nAC  CUTTIA!  —  trA-pumgi-o  An  bAnn  cum  An  ^beo  ;  —  cum  An  ^beo,  etc. 

IV. 

t)  An  meux)  CA  ^eAccA,  yAon 
cum  5  SAC-pAn  AY  bocbAn  -DC  Ann 

i§  An  ceAblAit,  fAn  cnAC 
Aon  u]"nA  AIJA  -pon  AJA  "o-oj 
'S  50  neArh  -puA'p  O|\UA  6  c|Aoit)e 

'S  Ain  i;on  CineAnn'  ^uf  A  cbAinn'  hunnA  !  huppA!  hu|Af\A! 
'S  AIJA  ^on  Ci|\eAnn  '^up  A  cbdmn' 
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SONG  OF  THE  BATTLE  EVE. 

TIME,    THE   NINTH    CENTURY. 

AIR — Cruiskin   Lan. 

I. 

To-morrow,  comrade,  we 
On  the  battle-plain  must  be, 

There  to  conquer,  or  both  lie  low  ! 
The  morning-star  is  up, — 
But  there  's  wine  still  in  the  cup, 

And  we  '11  take  another  quaff  ere  we  go,  boy,  go : 

We  '11  take  another  quaff  ere  we  go. 

II. 

'Tis  true,  in  manliest  eyes 
A  passing  tear  will  rise, 

When  we  think  of  the  friends  we  leave  lone ; 
But  what  can  wailing  do  ? 
See,  our  goblet 's  weeping  too  ! 

With  its  tears  we  '11  chase  away  our  own,  boy,  our  own ; 

With  its  tears  we  '11  chase  away  our  own. 

TIL 

But  daylight  's  stealing  on ; — 
The  last  that  o'er  us  shone 

Saw  our  children  around  us  play  : 
The  next — ah  !  where  shall  we 
And  those  rosy  urchins  be  ? 

But — no  matter — grasp  thy  sword,  and  away,  boy,  away  ; 

No  matter — grasp  thy  sword,  and  away ! 

IV. 

Let  those,  who  brook  the  chain 
Of  Saxon  or  of  Dane, 

Ignobly  by  their  firesides  stay ; 
One  sigh  to  home  be  given, 
One  heartfelt  prayer  to  heaven, 

Then  for  Erin  and  her  cause,  boy,  hurra !  hurra !  hurra  ! 

Then  for  Erin  and  her  cause,  hurra ! 


174  AbnAiri  AIR  ei  111  nn. 


Ati  tAnn  Le  n-A 


—  T)A  buT)  "OVltoAi  AVI  111U1]A 


AH  tAnn  te  n-A  UAob,  —  ^Aib  A  com^ioU,  no  poj\ 
^Ari  A  ctt|\  teip  YAH  5~ct^  Ann  A  b--puit  ]:AOI  UAITJ 
CneA-pcA  Ann  ^AC  AID,  -put  'O'AJI  utnc  6'n  IAITI  -pAO|\ 

lornptngce  '-p  e  A1|\  ceiueA-6  -pof  'H-A^AI-O  An  nAtfi. 
te  n-A  m-beo,  uei-oeAX)  cum  fUAin  uAob  le 
ctnbe  x>o  "oi-p  cneunrhA}A'  "otit  cum  fgic, 
An  Uxnn  lomlAn  Ann  A  f5AC  Y^1^>  5^An  Ai^e  A 
'S  e 


II. 

Ace  eifc;  oin,  A  plun  beiu  AI^  eipceAcc  te  ^uu 

UGACU  A  nio-p  6  'n  g-cyvoToe  cpeun  A  bi  'OAiiiiAifiAi'L  le  buAi-6 
1\  An 


A^up  5Ai]A0Ann  Af  An  tiAig  Ann  A  5-co*otAnn  An 
Ci-6  CA  IAAJA  -o-coipg  50  pop  fAoi  ceo, 

O  !  nA  >pA5Ait)  A  lAnn,  neAtf\ 

'S  cum  buAit>e  CA  'pop  Ann,  *oeo. 


III. 


Ann  ]?em  Aon  6015^156^6  5An  ceim  A'       ^ti  cbu 

,  mo  l,Ann  ^pem,  pnue  Ann  x>o 
ctoi-oeAm  TD^AOToeAcuA  ]:AOI  -peutA  50 
tlo  pit  50  h-UAig  'oo  cigeAiinA  5An  ceim  le  n-A  6piA*6. 
Ace  mA  -pA-pctn^eAnn  Aon  IAITI  cpieun  -^1^515^0111 

CleAcc  lAnn  5eAl  mAn  cu  imipu  '-pAri  5-CAc  le  ceim, 
Le  blAoi-6  -pAoi}\^e  l^ce  50  IUAU  mA]\  An  CAO]\ 
Ap  X)'  cjui<yittbi  Amui5  A|n-p  *oe  leim. 
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LAY  HIS  SWORD  BY  HIS  SIDE. 

AIR — If  the  sea  were  ink. 

I. 

Lay  his  sword  by  his  side,  it  hath  serv'd  him  too  well 

Not  to  rest  near  his  pillow  below ; 
To  the  last  moment  true,  from  his  hand  ere  it  fell, 

Its  point  was  still  turn'd  to  a  flying  foe. 
Fellow-lab'rers  in  life,  let  them  slumber  in  death, 

Side  by  side,  as  becomes  the  reposing  brave, 
That  sword  which  he  lov'd  still  unbroken  in  its  sheath, 

And  himself  unsubdued  in  his  grave. 

II. 

Yet  pause  !  for,  in  fancy,  a  still  voice  I  hear, 

As  if  breath'd  from  his  brave  heart's  remains  ; — 
Faint  echo  of  that  which,  in  Slavery's  ear, 

Once  sounded  the  war-word,   "  Burst  your  chains  !" 
And  it  cries,  from  the  grave  where  the  hero  lies  deep  : 

"  Tho'  the  day  of  your  Chieftain  for  ever  hath  set, 
"  Oh !  leave  not  his  sword  thus  inglorious  to  sleep, — 

"  It  hath  victory's  life  in  it  yet ! 

III. 

"  Should  some  alien,  unworthy  such  weapon  to  wield, 

"  Dare  to  touch  thee,  my  own  gallant  sword, 
"  Then  rest  in  thy  sheath,  like  a  talisman  seal'd, 

"  Or  return  to  the  grave  of  thy  chainless  lord. 
"  But  if  grasp'd  by  a  hand  that  hath  learn'd  the  proud  use 

"  Of  a  falchion,  like  thee,  on  the  battle-plain, — 
u  Then,  at  Liberty's  summons,  like  lightning  let  loose, 

"  Leap  forth  from  thy  dark  sheath  again". 
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o  AruMn  til  01  R! 


•ponn  —  xXoriAc  Cilte  -0^0115  At  11,. 


O  A]\Ain  moij\  !  cAonii  !  AnAin  rhoin  ! 

1-p  ion*ouAl  Ann]"  An  oi*6ce, 
T)o  prmAinim  OJAC  UJ\A  bi  me  65 

'5^f  tuAicneAc  m  AJA  An  §AOU. 
Ci-6  pubAt  me  beAllAig  CAm'  An 

^15  coi]\eAcu  ^emn  A'^  ftiAin 
tli  b--piiAin  me  An  -po§  bti-6  cLeAccAC  bom 
"  n  t)o  CUAII. 


II. 


moc  Ain  bpiiAc  HA  h-Aitte  me, 

AinugAt)  An  tAe  le  i?onn  ; 
'S  mo  c|AOix>e  co  teimneAC  tei^  HA  m-bAit> 

Di  i^nc  A1]\  I!)A]A]\  nA  t)-conn  : 
tlo,  'nuAi]A  A  tA'puigeAT)  An 
t>e  op-^Ait  tAe  AI^  'out 

§eA^  PA]\CA^  Ann]"  A 
An  l66]AAin 


III. 

An  pA]ACAf  'A  ^-comntngeAnn  f^Aic  nA 


A  cix)ueAn  AI^  t)iit  ttnt)e  'oo  'n 
1TlA]A  f^euUiigeAf  pb-oeAcc  b 

'b-fuii  p]Ain'  Ann,  —  YnA  "  cigue  'comn", 
UA  AI^  eutugA-o  tiAinn 
]"AmAit  Ai-ptm^  615' 
Co 
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0  ARANMORE,  LOV'D  ARANMORE ! 

AIR — Killdronghall  Fair. 
I. 

0  Aranmore,  lov'd  Aranmore! 

How  oft'  I  dream  of  thee, 
And  of  those  days  when,  by  thy  shore. 

I  wander'd  young  aud  free ! 
Full  many  a  path  I  Ve  tried  since  then, 

Through  pleasure's  flowery  maze, 
But  ne'er  could  find  the  bliss  again 

I  felt  in  those  sweet  days. 

II. 

How  blithe  upon  thy  breezy  cliffs 

At  sunny  morn  I  Ve  stood, 
With  heart  as  bounding  as  the  skiffs 

That  danc'd  along  thy  flood ; 
Or,  when  the  western  wave  grew  bright 

With  daylight's  parting  wing 
Have  sought  that  Eden  in  the  ight 

Which  dreaming  poets  sing ; 

III. 

That  Eden  where  th'  immortal  brave 

Dwell  in  a  land  serene, — 
Whose  bow'rs  beyond  the  shining  wave 

At  sunset,  oft'  are  seen. 
Ah  dream  too  full  of  sadd'ning  truth ! 

Those  mansions  o'er  the  main 
Are  like  the  hopes  I  built  in  youth,— 

As  sunny  and  as  vain ! 

23 
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seirm  A  adorn  cntnu! 

•form—  ni'l  fiof  Aip. 
I. 

Semti  A  cAom-qunc,  t)Am-fA  f  einn 

Ceol  AijA  AH  Am  A  bi, 
A  •ottf  ocAf  1e  n-A  ^Aece  bmn' 

b^on  cuittine  Ann  A-p  g-cpoi-oe: 
Ceot  A  iTieAitinocA-p  t)tnnn  A-|AX)-cuA'6 
otuif  A1|V  Aji  fbge, 


'S  -00150  'noif,  fAoi  -ptrnji-o  nA  h-oroce. 
Seinn  A  c^uiu  c^oin,  x)Am--pA  -pemn, 

1]"  lonnAn  AJA  ^-c^An  50  t)eo, 
T)o  'n  c-fAo^At  -po,  -peAfo'ni  bAineAnn  pnn 

A  5~ciAn  AitiAin  UAm'  beo. 


II. 


|!AC  b|\6nAc  o-pnAigeAt  ^Aet'  nA  h-OToce 
X)o  ueti-oA 

<pCA1]VIX>eACC 

ctumeAt)  le  |?AX)'  Ann  : 


cmnpeAnc  'CA  'noif 


A  t)-ctiAu,  tteiji  meAf'  po|A-biiAn 
B^T  P^1>°  feAVb<y°  ceim' 

^An  Ainm  'noip  -pA 
A  exilic  'UA  opnAi§iL  ^tic  nA  h-oi*6ce. 


Ann. 
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SING,  SWEET  HARP. 


AIR — Unknown. 


Sing,  sweet  Harp,  oh !  sing  to  me 

Some  song  of  early  days, 
Whose  sounds,  in  this  sad  memory 

Long  buried  dreams  shall  raise  : — 
Some  ray  that  tells  of  vanish'd  flame, 

Whose  light  once  round  us  shone : 
Of  noble  pride,  now  turn'd  to  shame, 

And  hopes  for  ever  gone. 
Sing,  sad  Harp,  thus  sing  to  me  ; 

Alike  our  doom  is  cast, 
Both  lost  to  all  but  memory, 

We  live  but  in  the  past. 


II. 


How  mournfully  the  midnight  air 

Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh, 
As  if  it  sought  some  echo  there 

Of  voices  long  gone  by : 
Of  chieftains,  now  forgot,  who  seem'd 

The  foremost  then  in  fame  ; 
Of  bards  who,  once  immortal  deem'd, 

Now  sleep  without  a  name. 
In  vain,  sad  Harp,  the  midnight  air 

Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh 
In  vain  it  seeks  an  echo  there 

Of  voices  long  gone  by. 


41  ti  eimmi. 

III. 

T)AJA  b  'f  eit)i|A  •otnc-fe  btAoc  Aifi  A 

Ctjm  nA  bouAti 
tlA  5^1^51-6'  x)  ' 

AY  fofCAc  'neif  •ooib 
CA*O  J?AC,  ni  ei]AocAit)  cunfi'  te  'oeoji, 

t)eic  ciurfintijA'o  b|Auit)'  ctAn  t)AO} 
,  mA|\  pn,  j?Aoi  cAtti  50  leop, 

UA  nA  TTIA1,  b  AtfiAin 


,  A  cptiic  cpom  ceuit  HA  "h-tJAirrT 
ftJAim  ^tiA^-pAT)  tm-oe  IAG. 
HA  -p<>oi[i]"e  no  '5  eifceAcu  teAC  le  ctiirii', 
Uei-6eAm,  jreAfW  po]^  ^AOI  'n  5-c|\e. 
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III. 

Couldst  thou  but  call  those  spirits  round, 

Who  once,  in  bower  and  hall, 
Sat  listening  to  thy  magic  sound, 

Now  mute  and  mould'ring  all ; — 
But,  no  ;  they  would  but  wake  to  weep 

Their  children's  slavery ; 
Then  leave  them  in  their  dreamless  sleep, 

The  dead  at  least  are  free  ! — 
Hush,  hush,  sad  Harp,  that  dreary  tone, 

That  knell  of  Freedom's  day ; 
Or,  list'ning  to  its  death-like  moan, 

Let  me,  too,  die  away. 


APPENDIX. 


AH  *oeonAiT)  AS  emmn. 


I. 


cum  nA  cjAAiJ'  An  •oeofiAit)  Af  Cj\mn 
t)ut>  c^om,  ftiAfi  An  t)fAticc  AIJA'  pAlAin  bi  f  An, 


le  Aif  An  cnoic  'buAil  An  rhtii|A,  bo^b  ceAnn. 
f  e  A1|A  petite  nA  mAit)ne  50  f  AJA  ^|\mn 
A  *o'eini§  AijA  A  mif  pem  bi  fAtcmgue  leif  An  tAn  comn 
Ann  A-p  ^nACAc  T)O  beic  -pemirn  50  c]Aoit)ArhAil  '-p  50  h-A 
An  c-Ab]AAn  bpeA§  ci]AAitiAit,  "  Ci]ie  50 


II. 

"  1]"  c|\UAg  e  mo  beAUA"  Afi  'n  xjeonAit)  bocc,  cji<Mt>ce, 

"  pAgAnn  An  pAc  AJU^  An  fAot-cti  -pAf^At)  Ann 

Ace  A^Atn-fA  ni't*oix)eAn  o'n  teun  'nnA  b-puib 

t)Aile,  no  Aiu  corhntnge,  ni  b-]?tiit  A^AITI  Ann  ; 

Hi  Uom  beic  Ap-p  Annf  A  ^-cyiAob-bouAn 

Ann  AJA  CAIU  mo  ceAp-pnpn  A  n-Aimp|A  50 

Ho  le  blAX)'  Aig  ^letif  mo  ctAj^Aig  cum  AbjiAnn  b|AeA§, 

*Oo  CA^AH^C  A-p  A  ceutDAib  bmn',  "  6i|ie  50  bjiAt". 


APPENDIX, 


THE  EXILE  OF  ERIN. 


I. 


There  came  to  the  beach  a  poor  exile  of  Erin ; 

The  dew  on  his  thin  robe  was  heavy  and  chill ; 
For  his  country  he  sigh'd  when  at  twilight  repairing 

To  wander  alone  by  the  wind-beaten  hill ; 
But  the  day-star  attracted  his  eye's  sad  devotion, 
For  it  rose  o'er  his  own  native  isle  of  the  ocean, 
Where  once  in  the  fire  of  his  youthful  emotion 

He  sang  the  bold  anthem  of  Erin-go-Brath. 


IT. 

Oh !  sad  is  my  fate,  said  the  heart-broken  stranger  : 

The  wild  deer  and  wolf  to  a  covert  can  flee  ; 
But  I  have  no  refuge  from  famine  and  danger, 

A  home  and  a  country  remain  not  to  me. 
Ah !  never  again  in  the  green  sunny  bowers 
Where  my  forefathers  lived,  shall  I  spend  the  sweet  hours, 
Or  cover  my  harp  with  the  wild- woven  flowers, 
And  strike  to  the  numbers  of  Erin-go-Brath. 
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III. 


tno  ciji  j?ein,  ci  fAcA  50 

Ann  mo  Aiflms'  beinim  ciiAifiu  AIK  T>O  cuAnuA  bfieA<c;,  5 
-dec  pvjAAoin  !  AX>-CIJA  coi^fieAc,  •oufgAim  neAm-ctAonrhAn 
Ai5  opnAgAil  J?A  mo  gAotuAift  nAc  cip-o  50  bnAc: 
O  mo  ctttiAt)  cmArhtnn  b--ptnt  f  e  A  n-t>An  t)Am 

'Deic  YeA^b  A^Ai-p  poccAin'  ^An  leAnAn  bAogAit  50  ^nACAc  Viom? 
*Oe  mo  bpACAipb  '5  mo  cAt>Ai|AC  m  beit)  Aon  50  bjAAc  tiom 

bAf  1e  mo  comAinc  no  mo  cAomeAt)  x>'  fAn  beo. 


IV. 

CA  b-'ptnl  lon-pn-me  mo  bocAin,  b-^ocAin  nA  coitte 


1AX) 

CA  b-'ptnL  An  rriAUAin  bi  AI^  Ai]AX)Ail  m'  65  Uxece? 

Ho  CA  b--ptnt  mo  cAijvoe  t>'  uti^  A  '^eAn  oyiuA  tuV 

O  mo  c|Aoi*6e  bjAonAC  A  b--pAt>  ^A^UA  50 

'S  mAiji^  A  bi  ceAnn  A-p  Am  neArh-buAn 

'S  ^|\A^  t)o  ui^  nA  t)eottA  iiAinn  biiA^cA  '^uf  AonrfiAn 

Ace  piAficAf  '511^  -oeife,  m  aocfAit)  Ain  Aif  50 


V. 


nei'p  ^AC'  ^JAAXJAC  ctntfme  A  co-p^  nei|A  mo  curfiAccA 
Aon  Aippun  AifiAin  6  mo  cpoi*6e; 

bein  •oeojAAi'o  A  beAnnAcc  X)tiiu  be  UACCA, 
mo  ceAp-pnpn  !  Gifie  A  coi-oce! 
bei-oeA-p  me  pnce  Ann  UAHTI  -f-iiAn  nA  ciVle 

bToeAX)  *oo  mA§A,  "1"  btteAg  nA  ctnte 

1e  t)io5|\Af  f  cuAb^At)  ctA]if  AC  'fem^A-m  An  pie 


mo  rhtiif\nin  ! 
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III 

Erin,  my  country,  though  sad  and  forsaken, 

In  dreams  I  revisit  thy  sea-beaten  shore  ; 
But,  alas  !  in  a  far,  foreign  land  I  awaken, 

And  sigh  for  the  friends  who  can  meet  me  no  more. 
0  cruel  fate,  wilt  thou  never  replace  me 
In  a  mansion  of  peace,  where  no  perils  can  chase  me  ? 
Ah  !  never  again  shall  my  brothers  embrace  me, 

They  died  to  defend  me,  or  live  to  deplore. 

IV. 

Where  is  my  cabin-door,  fast  by  the  wild- wood  ? 

Sisters  and  sire,  did  you  weep  for  its  fall  ? 
Where  is  the  mother  that  looked  on  my  childhood  ? 

And  where  is  the  bosom  friend  dearer  than  all  ? 
0  my  sad  heart !  long  abandoned  by  pleasure, 
Why  did  it  dote  on  a  fast-fading  treasure  ? 
Tears,  like  the  rain-drop,  may  fall  without  measure, 

But  rapture  and  beauty  they  cannot  recall. 

V. 

Yet,  all  its  sad  recollections  suppressing, 

One  dying  wish  my  lone  bosom  can  draw — 
Erin,  an  exile  bequeaths  thee  his  blessing, 

Land  of  me  forefathers — Erin-go-Brath  ! 
Buried  and  cold,  when  my  heart  stills  its  motion, 
Green  be  thy  fields,  sweetest  isle  of  the  ocean, 
And  thy  harp-striking  bards  sing  aloud  with  devotion, 

Erin  mavourneen,  Erin-go-Brath ! 


To  the  courtesy  of  the  Messrs.  LONGMAN,  GREEN,  AND  Co., 
London,  the  reader  is  indebted  for  the  rare  advantage  of  having 
in  the  present  edition  of  the  MELODIES,  the  English  original 
of  the  later  songs  of  Moore  with  the  Irish  Version  placed  before 
him  in  juxtaposition. 

To  the  application  made  to  them  on  the  subject,  they  write : 
"  We  have  no  objection  to  the  Archbishop  of  Tuam  publishing  the 
English  words  of  *  Moore's  Irish  Melodies',  along  with  his  trans- 
lation in  the  Irish  language". 
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